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Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 
ings by taking orders 
for our  beautifully- 
styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure suits 
and skirts for women 
Many husbands sell 
suits to men, their 
wives sell suits and 
skirts to women 

and the profits roll in! 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 








y fey YOUR OWN SUITS 
WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for 
you to get your own personal 
suits, topcoats, and over- 
coats without paying lc—in 
addition to your big cash 

earnings. Think of it! Not only 
do we start you on the road to 
making big money, but we also 
make it easy for you to get 
your own clothes without pay- 
ing one penny. No wonder 
thousands of men write en- 
thusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 
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@/a/Send for This Money. 
aking Outfit FREES 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


“Ss ZQor 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
= mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
i FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 
orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send 
you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 
fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 
this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
the coupon today! 


PROGRESS TAILORING Dept. R-364 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 
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| PROGRESS TAILORING, Dept. R-364 
] 5332 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
| Dear Sir: 

I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR 
1 AND SHOW, without paying lc for it. Rush Valuable 
{| Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
l LUTELY FREE. 
PE coo niosocicteebsnate ne ABE ...ceeee 
: Address ........ pelea iaeee Keeawede ictseneeeernee 
aa ol —— 
u —_ == 



















full tir 
ties . 
homes 
pital r 
IN J 
much | 
off.” N 
300,006 
and do 
is requ 
success 
even fi 
you ha 
DO 
dreams 
doctors 
IN Jl 
wear w 
ily and 
your hi 
sional 1 
STUD 
study o 
your m 
Or if y 
to 60 dz 
BUT 1 
right mn 
have th 
and a F 
right n 


POS 











MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 





YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
your help. 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like . . . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 


STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 


Minn 
POST GRADUATE HOSPITA ‘SCHOOL OF NURSING 
17L46 Auditorium Bldg: Chicago 5, lll. 
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THIS 1S THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will 


home in 12 short weeks 
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A BIG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 


Change Your Whole Life! 


WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 








Mail Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 


POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17L46 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 
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Stvte No. 442 TWINKLE 
TWINKLE. Little suit just born to 
make you shine. Gay gold-tone 
buttons all the way down the clever 
skirt front jacket. The skirt is a 
miracle of sliver-slim perfection. 
Crease-resistant rayon swear in 
aqua, red or grey. 





EVENING PARTNERS.  Peari 
and rhinestone sprinkled rayon 
faille. The matching rayon faille 
duster adds an intriguing fashion 
note with its flash of contrast color. 
In beige, pink, powder blue or 
peacock. 

Style No. 407A _ Dress 

Style No. 407B Duster 


StytE No. 404—PLEAT TREAT. 
Rustling rayon taffeta. Curved 
from daring neckline to wedding 
ring waist; the skirt flirty with sun- 
bursts of tiny pleats and two spar- 
kling rhinestone pins. Flame red, 
bright green, mermaid blue or 
black. 
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Skylark Originals ser. ~ mi 
Asbury Park, N. J. * 


/ © PREPAID ORDER: | enclose price of gar- \ 
/ ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling— + 
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Imported from Hawaii 















#233 ° “HAWAIIAN HEAVEN” 
Imperted Print Cotton Twosome 
Sarong-drape dress has built-in 
boned bra, detachable halter and 
matching bolero. Sizes 10 to 18. 
Rose, Palm Green, Blue . . $14.98 


#239 “ALOHA” —> 
Long Terse Import in 
Glowing Island Print 
Bow-tied shoulders and 
shirred skirt; draped 
bust. Sizes 10 to 18. 4 
Cotton in Sun-Gold, 4 
Sea Green or Red. , 
It’s just . . . $9.98 


© iese 
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. 1430 N. CAHUENGA BLVD. 
it ede ricks HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIFORNIA 3420 | 
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#233. $14.98. Size SS , ae ee i 
#239. $9.98. Size ae eee... AE. | 
| enclose payment [j SendC.0.D. (noc.o0. 
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Are you facing difficult prob- 
lems? Poor Health? Money or Job 
Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? 
Love or Family Troubles? Would 
you like more Happiness, Success 
and Good Fortune” in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or 
others like them, dear friend, then 
here is wonderful NEWS of a remark- 
able NEW WAY of PRAYER that: is helping 
thousands to glorious new happiness and joy! 
Just clip this Message now and mail with your 
mame, address and 3c stamp to LIFE-S Y 
FELLOWSHIP, Box 5204, Noroton, Conn. We will 
ho this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 

a FAITH to you by air mail absolutely FREE! 


DONNA- LEE BUST LOTION 


This amazing ——— 
preparation is a 

to develop bosom beauty. Sad 
be ashamed to wear today’s 
attractive creations when you 
can help your natural body 
development with Donna Lee's 
estrogenic lotion, which con- 
tains the necessary unitage of 
hormones. This beauty aid 
contains plus benefits which 
science believes can benefit 
tired wrinkled skin, through 
absorption. If you crave nat- 
ural beauty, order Donna Lee 
estrogenic lotion. If you are 
not delighted with results, our 
unconditional guarantee will 
bring you a prompt refund. 
Send $3.00 in cash, or money- 
order for the two oynce size or $5.00 for the four ounce size. 


DONNA LEE CO., P.O. Bex 186, Huntington Station, LI, N.Y. Dept. TC-4 
6 

















DEARLY 


DELVED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am 26 years old and I have a very 
cute little seven year old daughter. This 
is my first time writing to you, so I wish 
you would print this letter. I was di- 
votced in 1951 and remarried again in 
1954. We had been getting along very 
well (my second husband and I) until 
we came to Tacoma where he is now sta- 
tioned. Now things have changed and we 
are always fighting about what people 
told him before we were married. He 
says he shouldn’t have married me and 
now he wants a divorce. I love my hus- 
band very much and I think he loves me 
too. He doesn’t want me to visit any of 
my girl friends. I can’t go anywhere but 
to the movies with him. Should I divorce 
him or try to stay with him? Thank you 
for helping me. Mrs. Mary L. Perkins. 


Dear Mary: 

A divorce means that you have failed 
your husband as a wife and he, obviously 
has failed you as a husband. It is the 
easiest thing in the world to obtain, but 
there are many people in the world today 
who regret they even mentioned the word 
in their marriage. It takes a lot of pa- 
tience and sacrifice as well as love and 
understanding to hold a marriage to- 
gether when it’s headed for the rocks. I 
am asking you now to have that strength. 
Evidently something is wrong with your 
marriage, or otherwise your husband 
would not be so jealous or talk of di- 
vorce. Think clearly and try to find out 
just what has caused him to change from 
a happy, contented husband to a discon- 
tented one. Are you doing your best to 
make him a good home? Are you a faith- 
ful wife? Are you a good homemaker? 





I’m not saying the blame rests entirely 
upon your shoulders, but if you are de. 
termined to keep your marriage together, 
it’s certainly worth fighting for. Just why 
does he object to your girl friends? Do 
you neglect him by visiting them too 
much? Have a talk with him and find 
out exactly where you stand. He might 
be blaming you for things you have 
never done or ever intended doing. 
Above all have a great deal of patience 
and understanding. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I hope you will help me soon with my 
problem as it means a great deal to me, 
It all started in high school. This girl 
and I graduated together, and believe 
me when I say I fell hard when I saw 
her for the first time. This was in 1953. 
We graduated in 1954, and I asked her 
about a dozen times before she would 
give me a date. Finally she said yes, and 
we've been going together ever since. | 
have loved her for a long time and she 
knows it. She lives with her uncle and is 
a colored girl, a very pretty one too. She 
has a nice personality and is just the 
kind of person a man would love to 
marry and settle down with. Since I have 
finished high school I have been working 
and saving my money for the big occa- 
sion. The other night I asked her if she 
would marry me and she said yes. The 
next night I went over to see her and she 
was crying and told me it was all over, 
but she would always love me. She said 
she couldn’t live much longer without 
me. I asked her why it was over and she 
said it would be better if I didn’t know 
the truth. That really hurt me and | 
wonder just what did happen. Did she 
tell her uncle about me proposing to her 
and he objected? . . . or is it that she just 
doesn’t want to settle down? Or could 
she think she isn’t good enough for me 
because I’m from another race? Mrs. 
Jackson, I will always love this girl. | 
don’t care if she’s blue, green or pink, | 
still love her. Recently I saw her on the 
street and she looked different. Even | 
don’t feel so good and I cry myself to 





sleep. Things have been over so long that 
I wonder if it was her uncle who disap 
proved of the marriage, and if so why 
didn’t she let me know in the first place. 
What do you think of mixed marriages! 
Do you think they will work out even if 
we are in love? What can I do to get her 
back? I see every issue of TAN magazine 
in her home and I am sure she will read 
this letter if you publish it. Hurt, Robert 





Dear | 
You 
cially 
know ° 
or las 
guess | 
and yc 
solve y 
appro\ 
order! 
marria 
whethe 
gious « 
derful 
chance 
slim. I 
going 
tween 
ground 
to mak 
face tc 
probler 
respons 
able to 
demanc 
and gre 
yoursel 
togethe 
matter. 
right re 
as well 
doesn’t 
either. ' 
but it v 
them. 1 
mixed | 
especial 
people : 
probabl 
to subje 
ships of 
of all y 
the girl. 
you, tha 
her uncl 
ture. Pl: 
prove t 
honor to 
intend t 
economi 
to do so. 
and I fee 
to help y 


— 
SUI 











rely 
de- 
her 
why 


find 
ight 
ave 


nce 








Dear Robert: 

Your letter is not exactly clear, espe- 
cially concerning dates and time. I don’t 
know whether you were jilted last month 
or last year. It doesn’t really matter I 
guess... the important thing is that you 
and your girl friend reach an agreement, 
solve your difficulties and get her uncle’s 
approval of the marriage. That’s a big 


Don’t take chances with 


MINOR BURNS 


order!! You asked my opinion of mixed | 


marriages. . . . A mixed marriage, 
whether the difference is racial or reli- 
gious can be just as beautiful and won- 
derful as any other marriage. True, its 
chances for survival through the years is 
slim. It requires more work to keep it 


going than an ordinary marriage be- | 


tween persons sharing a similar back- 


ground. You will have to work overtime | 


to make up for all the problems you will | 


face together. If you recognize these 
problems before you assume this great 
responsibility then you will be better 


able to handle them. A mixed marriage | 
demands full cooperation, determination | 


and great trust in each other and faith in | 
yourself. Love by itself will not hold it | 


together, ar any other marriage for that 
matter. Brace yourself for snubs and out 


right rejection by many of your friends | 


as well as hers. You see, being a Negro 
doesn’t make one free of prejudices 
either. They take a little different form, 
but it won’t take you long to recognize 
them. There are many who feel that a 


mixed marriage would not work out, | 


especially where young, inexperienced 
people are concerned. Your girl’s uncle 


probably feels this way and he is afraid | 


to subject his niece to the many hard- 


ships of an interracial marriage. First | 
of all you must make your peace with | 


the girl. If she sincerely wants to marry | 


you, that is your go ahead signal to face 
her uncle with a set of plans for the fu- 


ture. Place your cards on the table and | 


prove to him that you consider it an 
honor to marry his niece. Prove that you 
intend to support her emotionally and 
economically, and that you are prepared 
todo so. Above all be sincere and honest 


and I feel certain that he will do his best 


to help you. 
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Be safe! Use the product 
that’s medically approved! 


Look after a burn. If you neglect it or 
treat it wrongly it might become in- 
fected. Play it safe. Rely on a pure 
product—‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 
Used in hospitals and clinics, it’s med- 
ically approved for first-aid in your 
home. Get a jar or tube today and keep 
it handy. 


First-aid tips for burns 


, Don’t “butter” a burn. Butter gets 
rancid, breeds bacteria. 


2, Don’t puncture blisters—it invites 
infection. 


, Use a loose bandage smeared with 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. If the burn 
is severe see a doctor. 


Reader’s Digest calls it ‘The Wonder Jelly” 


Safe, soothing—The FIRST-AID KIT in a jar 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 






























































STARED HARD at the letter in my now— would pay the slightest attention to an § calf. 
hand. It had come in the morning I pulled the letter out of my pocket. It anonymous letter making thinly-veiled Bited m 
ail and when I first opened it and read was addressed to Mrs. Adele Miller; accusations against her husband. And @*] cues 
scrawled message I didn’t know there was no return address. The single yet... 2 cute,” 
hether to laugh or cry. So I merely sheet of cheap stationery inside the en- Fred had been putting in some odd home 
rugged and stuffed it into the pocket velope bore the message: hours lately. There was a woman named # “Thank 



























f my housecoat while I went through “T hope you don’t think your hus- Walton who worked at the hospi od. 
e rest of the letters that had come. But band is working all those nights he where Fred was cashier. And there wags” Eto he 
vasn’t long before my curiosity got stays out so late. That Walton wom- the way Fred had been acting lately—" Pm ne 
best of me; trying to pretend that the an is a troublemaker from way nothing I could quite put my finger on Wid serio: 
ysterious letter was a gag of some back. She ought to be run out of but that nevertheless gave me the uncom- Bit these d 
»kester or the work of some crackpot town! Just a friendly tip from. . . fortable feeling that we were somehow Wow th 
vas like whistling in the dark. A Friend.” growing apart. Weons. Y 









l'wo months ago, I reflected, I would My first reaction was a feeling of re- I had been a wide-eyed freshman at” 
have tossed that letter into the waste- vulsion and shame—as if I’d overheard high school when I met Fred, whose: 
basket and forgotten all about it. The a dirty joke. My loyalty to Fred made championship tennis playing made him 
ery idea of the situation it suggested me angry and indignant at what the let- _ the most popular boy at Tech. I was just’ 
iid have been ridiculous then. But ter hinted at. No woman, I told myself, one of a dozen girls who gazed after him | 
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calf-eyes, but for some reason he 
icked me. 
“I guess I go for you because you're 
cute,” he said one day as he walked 
¢ home from school. 
hanks for the kind words,” I 
mehed. “It does wonders for a girl’s 
» to be told nice things like that.” 
e“I’m not jiving, Adele. I mean it,” he 
id seriously. “You're smart, too. Most 
Fthese dames are dopes. But—I don’t 
how —the way you really understand 
Rorts. You make me feel important— 
ie I’m really somebody.” 
P] didn’t know it then, but making Fred 
Heel important” became my most impor- 
snt task after we were married. 


© We dated each other all through high 


2 
a A 
: <3 


oesn’t like to be brought down by a 


bagging wife all the time and you've 
Seven done it when we're out with friends. 
Tn going on down to the office. At least 
e are people there who have a civil 
Word for me now and then!” 
> With that, he slammed out of the 
Thouse. The incident had me upset all 
sday and it was almost five o’clock be- 
pfore | realized that Fred hadn’t made 

‘his usual phone call. We had a little 

game we played every day when he 

“phoned around 2 or 3 in the afternoon. 

“Okay, woman! Let’s get out of that 
bed and get some work done around the 
| house,” Fred would say teasingly. 

I'd yawn as if I'd just been aroused 

| from sleep and reply, “Why should I? 
e My husband told me when we got mar- 
tied I wouldn’t have to lift a finger.” 

“Well, you'd better lift more than a 

_ finger now, baby,” Fred would laugh. 

"Th a couple of hours you'll have a hus- 

E bend on your hands who’s hungry 
| enough to eat a horse!” 

- Then, our private little joke over, we'd 
_ chat awhile. The day of our spat, how- 
tver, Fred didn’t call and I told myself 
| that he was just too busy. Actually, I 
~ knew that he was showing me that he 


p Was still angry. So, as was true in so 


school and the summer I graduated, Fred 
and I got married. I was to learn later 
that the fact that neither of us got to 
know other boys and girls well, or go 
around with them much, was largely re- 
sponsible for what was to happen. 

But our first years together were 
heaven for me. Fred had worked nights 
while studying accounting and finally got 
a good job at the hospital. Now, after 
seven years of marriage, we had a nice 
home, a five-year-old daughter—and 
each other. 

For some reason I couldn’t under- 
stand, | didn’t rip up the letter. It sud- 
denly was burning my fingers and I 
couldn’t tear my eyes away from those 
terrible words. Perhaps it was because 


many instances, I felt it was up to me 
to make the first move. 

I dialed the hospital and asked for the 
business office. When the connection was 
made, I asked for Fred. 

“One moment, please. I'll see if I can 
locate Mr. Miller,” 
cooed into my ear. 

The dulcet tones fairly dripped with 
sex and I tried to imagine which one of 
the women in Fred’s office fitted the 
image the were brought to mind. “Is 
this Miss Evans?” | asked. 

“No, it’s not.” 

“Mrs. Gilmore, then,” I suggested. 

“No. madam,” the voice said some- 
“Til switch you to Mrs. 
Gilmore if you like.” 

There was a click and I found myself 
talking with the chief clerk, an old 
friend. 

“This is Adele, Mattie,” I said. “I’m 
trying to reach that husband of mine, 
but I’m beginning to think he doesn’t 


a feminine voice 


what irritably. 


work there any more.” 

“Oh, he’s here, all right, honey,” Mrs. 
Gilmore chuckled, “but he probably 
wishes he were somewhere else! The 
Board of Directors called for a special 
financial report, and poor Fred has been 
up to his ears all day.” 


they confirmed the vague suspicion that 
had been nagging me for the past couple 
of months. I could even remember when 
it began . . 

Fred and I had had one of our rare 
arguments that morning, nothing big, 
just a disagreement that started over 
some insignificant difference of opinion. 
A remark I made at the breakfast table 
touched it off and one word led to an- 
other, each one angrier than the one be- 
fore. Finally, Fred pushed away from 
the table, stood up and yelled at me. It 
was a thing he’d never done before and 
I was too shocked to make a reply. 

“I don’t know what’s wrong with you 
lately,” he growled. “Everything I do 
is wrong—according to you. A man 


“Oh.” I tried not to let my disap- 
pointment get through. “I guess I’ll just 
wait until he comes home for dinner.” 

“No telling when that'll be,” she told 
me. “Fred and Idella will be working 
here long after the rest of us are gone 
tonight.” 

“Idella?” 

“Yes. I guess you don’t know her. 
Idella Walton, Fred’s new assistant.” 


I HUNG UP quickly after that bit of in- 
formation, afraid all the questions on 
the tip of my tongue would come pouring 
out. Fred hadn’t told me he had a new 
assistant, one who sounded like a super- 
heated version of Dorothy Dandridge. 

When Fred got home about midnight, 
I was asleep—or at least I pretended to 
be asleep. I knew he’d had a hard day. 
And I also knew that if we started talk- 
ing I would let my curiosity about the 
new Miss Walton get me off on a sub- 
ject that might widen the gulf between 
us. So I lay there on the bed, a little 
amazed to hear Fred softly humming, 
a gay little tune. 

The next day I acted as if nothing was 
wrong, although breakfast was quieter 
than usual. 

“Will you be (Continued on Page 51) 
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EDITOR 





WANTED: A NEGRO WIFE 


Dear Editor: 

| am a white man and was married to 
a little dark girl from Africa. We were 
very happy, but I had to go away to a 
sanatorium for TB. During the time that 
| was away, she found dirty white friends 
who would take her out with soldiers. 
She was about 27 years old, but one day 
she ran away with a soldier 21. 

I’m so disappointed because I did so 





Hans Norbrink and ex-wife 


love her and she was all right with me 
until she met those dirty people. I’m 
only a common worker, but saved all my 
pay money for her journey from Africa 
to Denmark—which was about 1345 
crowns, and I had to work very hard for 


the money. 
| now feel so poor—no money, no 
wife, no home and people make me feel 


most sorry. They tell me I was dumb to 
go and get married to a colored girl. 
That I was too good to her, and that Ne- 
groes are ungrateful people. 

| could have (Continued on Page 69) 
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COOL STUFF 


I’m a TAN fan and have been for several 
years. I think it’s the most wonderful magazine 
that could ever be published. I enjoy “Cool 
Talk” and all the wonderful teen-age stories. 

Keep the good stories rolling! 
Barbara Conner 

Wakefield, Va. 


I have been reading your most interesting 
magazine for some time now and have found 
every issue enjoyable. In the January number 
in particular, I found the story about “Are 
Cool Cats Crazy” very informative. I flip for 
the type of cool music they play. As the author 
pointed up, the reason why most people think 
they do not have it all is because they are so 
calm. 

I think the article was very much appre- 
ciated by many of your readers—why don’t 
you do stories like this more often? 

Also enjoyed was, “The Child I Married” 
and “I Hated My Twin.” Continue the good 
work and I will continue reading TAN. 

Benjamin Nelson 
Pine Bluff, Ark. 


I have been reading your publications 
EBONY and JET for some time, always find- 
ing them interesting and good. I have now 
= up with still another of your books— 

A 


My first TAN was two months old when I got 
it, as it had made the rounds. I read all the 
“shorts” such as Hollywood To Harlem, TAN 
Album Of Stars, On The Records, etc. I 
decided I was through with it and tossed it 
under the head of my bunk. After being un- 
able to find additional reading material, | came 
back to the TAN for maybe something | 
missed and came across two very interesting 
stories. 

By the time I finished it, someone had 
brought another issue to the field, and I had 
“seconds.” That brings me up to where I am 
now: I have bought your January issue, hav- 
ing a beautiful photo of Diahann Carroll on 
the cover. Also a very good story on musicians 
called “Are Cool Cats Crazy?” I found the 
story interesting and even amusing just a little. 
Your variety of stories are better than average. 

There was only one thing I found dis- 
appointing in the January issue—I couldn’t 


locate a story on Diahann Carroll. 
Jim Haller 
Fort Knox, Ky. 


Editors Note: TAN Cover Girls aren’t always 
story subjects. But Diahann should make it 
soon. 


NATURAL DISGRACE 


I am an ardent fan of TAN and think it is 
the best book on the market. Your stories and 
other features are excellent, but the December 
issue of TAN’s cover was very disappointing to 
me and my friends. A picture such as that 
should be printed on the inside or not at all. 

The picture of “Carmen” (or at least what 
she is wearing) is disgracing the magazine. 
That outfit is worse than the Shake Dancer’s 


costume. 
A disgusted reader, 
E. L. M 


Sumter, > “i 


THAT BAD? 


I'd like to suggest three awards for the au- 
thor or authoress as the case may be, of the 
story “Forbidden Love,” appearing in the No- 
vember ’'55 issue of TAN. 

The awards should be presented as follows: 

1. The Liar of the year award 

2. The award for triviality, stereotyped and 
most illogical story of 1955 


3. The nerve to write it 1000 years after the 
“Dark Ages,” for adult consumption. 

I also noticed that the writer signed no 
name, but so much for anonymous bigots 
whether they be white or colored. My maip 
point is that I think the editor owes every 
Negro doctor in America an apology. It is also 
highly improbable that a man who spends 
twelve years to become a doctor has time also 
to become a private detective, a second story 
housebreaker and a long shot gambler as was 
the character called “Dave” in your story. 

My wife and a number of my friends who 
are also your readers said they wouldn’t have 
encouraged me to write this letter if your 
story hadn’t been under the heading of a true 
story. My wife, myself and many of your New 
York readers are looking forward to seei 
this letter published in one of your future 
editions. 

Signed the non-anonymous 


Mr. & Mrs. Donald C. Cady and friends 


P.S. We also noticed in your story that this 
poverty stricken Negro doctor who couldn’ 
afford a decent appearance, owned his own 
clinic, while most poverty stricken Negro 
doctors can hardly rent a cheap office. What 
did Dave do? Book numbers on the side? 


REFORM SCHOOL 


I’ve finished the February TAN and want 
to congratulate you on the story, “Reform 
School Graduate.” It was quite interesting and 
lets one know what really goes on in those 
schools. The story is very similar to one that 
I read about in a Pittsburgh paper. She also 
stated it all and in the end she was right be 
cause the women up there were doing a lot of 
things they shouldn’t have done. 

I wish we could have more stories about 
these schools—both for men and women. 

The other story that I enjoyed was “Shame. 
less Love.” Only wish all mixed marriages 
could end like this one did. 

I’m a constant reader of TAN and wish 
to congratulate you on the fine work you are 
doing in publishing such good and interesting 


stories. 
Mrs. T. L. Nimmons 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


PEN PALS 


1 am a constant reader of your TAN mag. 
azine and I must say it is wonderful indeed. 
Your Pen Pal department has helped so many 
people I know to make friends throughout the 
world. I have great hopes for myself too. 

Best wishes for continued success! 

Hortense Jones 
Bronx, N. Y. 


I’m an ardent reader of your magazine. | 
find it wonderful reading material. However, | 
find your Pen Pal column most interesting. 
When I first read TAN and saw this column, 
I was quite impressed. 

Keep up the good work! 
Edward Peoples 

Albany, Ga. 


MARRIED CHILD 


I really enjoy reading TAN. The stories att 
wonderful. In fact, everything that is printed 
in the magazine is tops. 


I really liked the story “The Child I Mar § 


ried.” I’m glad it turned out the way it 
I’m always glad when it’s time to pure 

a new issue and know that people all over th 

world enjoy reading TAN just as much as 


Mrs. Katie Pipkins 
Mansfield, Ohio 








Thel 
hood j 
her st 
as she 


Tak 
most j 


The 
is the 
privil 
as our 
to wo! 

Anc 
of tak 
take c: 
of Am 
joined 

Let 
your b 





ave 


ous 
nds 


int 
wn 
gro 
hat 


ind 


ns 
} 


y 
ne 


CT 





new motner 


T he love that makes a doll her baby is the beginning of mother- 
hood for alittle girl... the start of love-giving that will make 
her strive and fight for the security of those she loves as long 


as she lives. 


Take care of your doll-baby, little girl. It is one of the world’s 


most precious playthings. 


The security that springs from love 
is the very heart of our living. It is a 
privilege known only in a country such 
as ours, where men and women are free 
to work for it. 

And when we live up to the privilege 
of taking care of our own, we also best 


take care of our country. For the strength oa 


of America is in its secure homes all 
joined in a common security. 

Let America’s security be found in 
your home! 




















Saving for security is easy! Read every word—now! 


If you’ve tried to save and failed, 
chances are it was because you didn’t 
have a plan. Well, here’s a savings sys- 
tem that really works—the Payroll 
Savings Plan for investing in U.S. 
Savings Bonds. This is all you do. Go 
to your company’s pay office, choose 
the amount you want to save—a couple 
of dollars a payday, or as much as you 
wish. That money will be set aside for 
you before you even draw your pay. 
And automatically invested in Series 


“EK” U.S. Savings Bonds which are 
turned over to you. 

If you can save only $3.75 a week on 
the Plan, in 9 years and 8 months you 
will have $2,137.30. If you can save as 
much as $18.75 a week, 9 years and 8 
months will bring you $10,700! 

U.S. Series “E” Savings Bonds earn 
interest at an average of 3% per year, 
compounded semiannually, when held 
to maturity! And they can go on earn- 
ing interest for as long as 19 years and 





8 months if you wish. Eight million 
working men and women are building 
their security with the Payroll Sav- 
ings Plan. For your family’s sake, how 
about signing up today? 


If you want your interest as cur- 
rent income, ask your banker about 
3% Series ‘‘H’’ Bonds which pay in- 
terest semiannually by Treasury 
check. An excellent investment. 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in 
cooperation with the Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 
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PUETHY 


Not Me, Dear 
| didn’t mean to leave you, dear 
Our love was real, and so much 
fun, 
Why, we’d been wed for but a year 
I’m sure the bliss had just 
begun. 


My lawyer, oh! An awful bore 
He insisted on divorce, you 
know, 
And made me say you drank and 
swore 
The judge, of course, believed 
it so. 


The alimony? Not my idea 

The jury said I should collect, 
As for me, I love you, dear 

But darling, don’t forget the 


check. 
—Lovie Robinson 
It’s Over 
It’s over! 
Finished! 
I am done 
with it, 


and do not exhort 
my tepid ear, 

or urge 

my resisting eye 
with tears. 

Go on, 

get the hell 

out of the way! 


I have seen 

the full waste 

of love’s heat, 

and it is over— 
nothing escaped 
the fertile death 
not even I 

who died 

with the sharpened 
knife locked 

in the hollow brook 
of my breast. 


But it is of 

no importance 

in this world of noise 
that our sweet cry 

is quiet. 
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Deductions 

You aren’t coming any more— 

No need for twilight to watch the 
door 

Or the pleading scribbles my 
candles make 

With restless shadows and tear- 
grey ache . 


How could my clumsy candle flare 

Fetter your heart when it wasn’t 
there? 

... Pve always known that your 
dreamings rhymed 

With steep green acres that moon- 
light climbed, 

Ginger valleys in sea shell beads, 

Salt rinsed echoes where distance 
leads 

To fiddle white of a clipper sail, 

Tag ends lost from a fairy tale. . . 


So why must my heart make this 
listening sound, 

Keep all my candles waiting 
round? 

Why do I watch in a kiss-pink 
dress? 

Darling, you tall fair heart should 


guess. 
—Gladys Martin 


Eternal Masquerade 
] shall wear a mask 


That you may never see 

The sorrow lying in my heart, 

My need for sympathy. 

I shall wear a mask 

And always a big bright smile 

So you will never even guess 

I do it as a guile. 

I must wear a mask 

For when you saw my love 

You flaunted and abandoned it 

Like a discarded glove. 

I shall wear a mask 

From now until the end, 

And though my heart shall ache 

for you 

I will hide it and pretend 

That I have not need of you, 

That loving is a task, 

Being sufficient unto myself—, 

Hiding heartbreak behind a mask. 
—Vera Dolores Bromley 














NEW HAIR GLORY AS 


SCALP IS IMPROVED 


New Medicated Formula of Advanced 
Sulfur-8 Works “Miracles” Both Ways 





A Magnificent Head of Hair. Sulfur-8 actually brings out soft new hair 
beauty with deep lustre and longer, healthier, richer appearance. Important 
experts know why the new, enhanced Sulfur-8 can do so much to build up the 
glory of even the most measly parched hair, so that it soon begins to reveal 
its true, full natural length . . . so silky-smooth and radiantly lovely. 





. . = , ‘iat 
SCALP AWAKENED by new vitalizing NEW SCIENTIFIC MEDICATION, now in 
stimulation of Sulfur-8, is invigorated to Sulfur-8, combats surface germs that 
feel more alive and healthy. Works won- often aggravate scalp problems. Only 
ders on scalp trouble itching. See how Sulfur-8 has that great secret formula, 
your scalp thrives on Sulfur-8! powered with special scientific sulfur. 


HAIR TOO SHORT? 
When brittle-dry strands 
keep cracking off, and 
frizzy split ends make it 
look even shorter, that 
new, penetrating sulfur- 
lanolin formula can help 
you redeem the glory of 
your perfect hair. 


A MARVELOUS 
DIFFERENCE? 
Her hair now glows with 
inviting new charm and > 
looks much richer, silkier and longer, thanks to the new 
light-softness Sulfur-8 with that new luxury fragrance. 
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Lighter, Brighter 
Skin Gets Showers 
of Attention 








- He will have eyes only for you 
-if you have a lovely complexion. 
So, start using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as directed and 
watch your skin take on a new 
lighter, brighter, softer, smoother 
look. Its bleaching action works 
effectively inside your skin. Mod- 
ern science knows of no faster 
method of lightening skin. Try it! 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters 
39¢, 65¢ 
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BLACK = WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 
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> Gav Wee). IS 
Selling EXCLUSIVE 
~ PARAGON Cushion Shoes 


Even if Now Empleyed 


Enjoy your own lifetime, inde- 
pendent shoe busi without 
investment. Steady repeats. To 
, $4.00 pair advance commissions. 

fs Big bonus. Make $50 and more a 
week in full or spare time. 144 
latest smart styles. Magic cush- 
ion. Easy to start. Write for FREE 
OUTFIT today! 


PARAGON SHOE COMPANY 
79 Sudbury St., Dept. 12, Boston 14, Mass. 


AFRAID? 


Is Your Life as It Should Be? Most of 











No. 574 
Lo-Line 
2 Eyelet 
Crushed 


want. Unfortunately, things don’t work 

out that way, sometimes. Perhaps 

something is missing! FAITH-HOPE-? 

Then you need our bey Rhodium 
at. 












FUL CH 
CLOSE TO YOU ATA 
our CROSS. Wonderful as a GIFT to 
your loved ones. DON’T BE AFRAID 





= ; L 
EP sT., DEPT. 112-F,. NEWYORK 4 N.Y. | 


with ¢very CROSS, a copy of one of the smallest | 
Bibles in the World, to fit your purse or pocket. | 
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By Margo Hughes 


HERE IS TALK around that the Ink 

Spots will be next to get the film bi- 
ography treatment. Only thing how are 
they going to keep from having too many 
Spots on the screen . . . what with Bill 
Kenny, then there’s Charlie Fuqua and 
his group, and Deek Watson with an- 


| other group of Ink Spots. 


The Platters . . . four guys 
and a cute “Dish,” Zola Tay- 
lor, who besides singing and 
dancing, plays the piano and 
writes songs for the group... 
were signed by Columbia Pic- 
tures to be featured in Colum- 
bia’s full length rock n’ roll 
movie ‘‘Rock Around The 
Clock” with Bill Haley and 
Alan Freed. The group played 
an engagement in Las Vegas 
at the time of the shooting, so 
it was a pretty hectic schedule 
for the popular singers. For 
several weeks they had to fly 
daily between Las Vegas and 
Los Angeles so that they could 
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work in the picture during the 

day, get a little sleep, and work 

at the Flamingo in Vegas at 
night. 

There’s a new movie being produced 
under the title “Solo,” which is all abou 
a jazz pianist, a disc jockey and a racke. 
teer. Errol Garner is way out in front 
of a long list of likely candidates bes 
suited for the piano solo assignment for 
the soundtrack. 

Coley Wallace, a heavy- 
weight prizefighter turned ae- 
tor when he played the title 
role in “‘The Joe Louis Story,” 
has made another movie with 
lots of fight scenes. Coley is 
proving himself more danger- 
ous before the cameras than in 
the ring . . . he got so carried 
away in one fight scene that 
one of the leads in the film was 
knocked cold and required six 
stitches in his lower lip. 
Speaking of Joe Louis, the “Cham 

won a bunch of loot on one of those Tl 
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business in Chicago. 

Lena Horne wants to get into 
TV so she’s going to England 
to try out her idea there first. 
If the Britishers go for it she'll 
return and we'll be seeing the 
gorgeous Lena on our screens 
at home. 

Talented young singer Diahann Car- 
roll, an Arthur Godfrey winner at 17 
and an experienced musical comedy star 
at 18, is busying herself studying serious 
drama and classical ballet. 

If you’re wondering what’s 
with handsome actor Bill Mar- 
shall . . . he’s joined the rank 
and file of deejays and is spin- 
ning spirituals on a Religious 
Show over a local New York 
radio station. 

Calypso singing Josephine Premice. 
an ex-Dunham dancer, is real disap- 
pointed over the sudden demise of the 
Broadway play in which she was to have 
shared star billing. The show folded 
during .rehearsals. Miss Premice’s bit 
was backed by a combo of native Niger- 
ian drummers. 


quiz shows and donated it all to a Free 
Milk Fund for Babies. Joe is in the milk 


Some lucky young high 
school or college students will 
soon have the opportunity of 
studying with the great Mary 
Lou Williams. She has con- 
sented to teach jazz piano and 
composition to winners of a 


ness via the recording field . . 





jazz piano scholarship compe- 
tition sponsored by a New York 
radio station. 


Cab Calloway’s eight-year-old daugh- 
ter Lael, made her debut in show busi- 
. sing- 
ing with her famous dad. 
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NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


Tested by doctors 
Trusted by women 
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A NORWICH PRODUCT 


1. Antisept 2¢ (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new 
formula combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new 
base melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing odors, 
yet have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant’’ odor themselves. 


Jinies 









3. Convenient (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. 
They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist 
has them in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


t mail this coupon to: Dept. T-64 
orwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
plain envelope. 
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I have been stationed here in Japan for six 
months and I have eighteen more to go. 
like reading TAN as it helps me on my off 
time to forget about the good old U.S.A. and 
home. I am 19 years old, 6’2” tall and weigh 
169 lbs. I would like to correspond with both 
boys and girls in the service and in the States. 

A/3C James W. Irwin 
AF 14545844 

Hq. Sq. Sec. NAMAP 
APO 323, Box 101 
San Francisco, Calif. 


I'm an ardent fan of your magazine and 
would like to correspond with any young man 


between 19 and 23. 
Lorrita M. Gillison 
511 South Logan Blvd. 
Lansing 15, Mich. 


[ am English and white, but I found some 
of the best friends I’ve ever had among colored 
servicemen stationed in England with the U.S. 
Air Force, and, now that I am in this country, 
I would be grateful if you would help me to 
find some more by publishing this in the Pen 


Pal columns of your excellent magazine. I 
am interested in most things, and would pre- 
fer to hear from students or servicemen. 


Ernest H. Jakins 
5006 S. Blackstone Ave. 
Chicago 15, Ill. 


[ am of mixed races and a regular reader of 
TAN. I would like to correspond with young 


men between the ages of 20-25. I am 20 years 
old, 5’ tall and weigh 110 lbs. I love to write, 
dance, play ball and go to the movies. 


Selena Hogue 
1383-5th Avenue 
New York 29, N. Y. 


| am interested in becoming a member of 
your Pen Pal club. I am 16 years old, brown 
complexion, large brown eyes. I would like 
pen pals from every part of the United States, 
Mexico and Bermuda. Promise to answer 
every letter. 


Lillian Joseph 


Box 104 

Edgard, La. 

| am a soldier of the Jamaica Regiment and 
would like to correspond with boys and girls 
from 16 to 25 years of age. I’m 19, height, 


5’8”, weight 150 lbs. 
Oswald Robinson 
65 Bond Street 
Denham Town, P.O. 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


Would like to correspond with boys and 
girls from the ages of 17 to 20. Mainly from 
Nevada, California and Mexico. 

I am 16, 5’2”, dark brown hair, dark brown 
eyes and olive complexion. I'll be glad to 
answer all letters possible and will gladly ex- 
change photos. 


Loretta Easton 
441 Hillman Street 
New Bedford, Mass. 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Life is very lonesome to me here in the 
south. I’m 19 years old. Would like to cor- 
respond with male and female, from 19 to 22. 

Hattie Mae Holmes 
Scett, Miss. 


I’m 16 years of age. My hobby is dancing 
and learning to speak Spanish. I would like 
very much to correspond with servicemen in 
the Air Force, or any other branch of the 
service. 

All letters received will be answered. 

Joyce D. Woods 
2303 E. 83rd St. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I would like to correspond with some serv- 
icemen between the ages of 17 and 21. I’m 
16 and have dark brown hair and brown eyes. 
I’m 56%” tall. I would appreciate it if writ- 
ers would send their pictures. I promise to 
answer all letters possible. 

Elizabeth A. Soares 
238 S. 2nd St. 
New Bedford, Mass. 


My name is Charlotte Brice, age 14 and I 
would like to be included in your Pen Pal 
column. Why would I like this? Because I 
want to write to a nice soldier, age 18. 

Charlotte Brice 
585 Erskine 
Detroit, Mich. 


I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls between the ages of 15 and 18. I’m 15 
and my hobbies are dancing and traveling. 

Ruby McNair 
935 Lakeview Rd. #21 
Cleveland 8, Ohio 


I would like to correspond with young men 
and women all over the world. I’m 24 years 
of age, 5/11” tall and weigh 164 pounds, a 
high school graduate and enjoy reading, writ- 
ing, swimming and boxing. Am willing to ex- 


change photographs. 
A/2C Donald E. Buren 
633rd A.C. & W. Sq. 
Box 3000 
APO 231 
New York, N. Y. 


I’m interested in corresponding with other 
people, both foreign and American, male and 
female, between the ages of 17-28. 

My hobbies are modern and interpretive 
dancing, record collecting and reading. I also 
have a keen interest in drama and sports. I 
will answer all letters with much enthusiasm. 

Edward Peoples 
102 Highland Ave. 
Albany, Ga. 


I’m desirous of my name appearing in 
your Pen Pal column. I would particularly like 
to correspond with service men or men in the 
British West Indies. I’m single, 24 years of 
age and will answer all letters received. 

Hortense Jones 
1282 Stebbins Ave. 
Bronx, N. Y. 


{ am a GI stationed in California. My home 
is Englewood, New Jersey. I would like to cor- 
respond with young ladies between the ages 
of 18 and 22 years of age. 

I am exactly six feet tall and weigh 192 
pounds. My main hobbies include all types of 
sports and listening to rhythm and _ blues 
music. I am a regular Army man and just re- 
enlisted in the service for another six years. 

I read all the issues of your magazine and 
find the assortment of stories exceptionally 
well written and very informative. Keep up 
the good work and continue to produce the 
way you have in the past. 

Clifford A. Schmidt 

RA 21 712 697 

Sgt.-5, Co. “C” 856th Engr. 
n. 


Avn. 
Beale AFB, California 


I am a young girl of 16 and interested in 
having as many Pen Pals as possible. I like 
Rock’N’Roll music, also progressive. I would 
like to correspond with young people through- 
out the world. Your age doesn’t matter. 

I’m 5’44%” and weigh 125 lbs. My measure- 
ments are: 34-24-37%. I’m brown skinned and 
have black hair. It doesn’t matter what sex, 
color or race you are. 

Martha Davis 
55 Spring Street 
South Norwalk, Conn. 


I’m a young lady 23 years old, single, 5'7”, 
weight 137, brown complexion. I would like 
to correspond with nice gentleman—one who is 
looking forward to a bright future. 

Ann Davis 
2520 S. Liberty St. 
New Orleans 13, La. 


We, natives of Latin America (Panama) 
would like very much to correspond with boys 
and girls in the United States and Europe. 

My name is George Redman. I am 17, P55" 
tall. My hobby is writing and I would appre- 
ciate it very much if I could correspond with 
girls 15 to 17 years old. 

My friend, Fitz Blackman, is 16 years old, 

5’8” tall, weighing about 128 pounds and would 
like to write girls 13 to 16 years old. 

My other friend, Henry Thomas, is 17, 5’9” 
tall and weighs 130 Ibs., wants to correspond 
with girls 14 to 18. 

Our addresses are: 

George Redman 
General Delivery 
Cristobal, Canal Zone 
Fitz Blackman 
General Delivery 
Cristobal, Canal Zone 
Henry Thomas 

Box 959 

Cristobal, Canal Zone 


Writer, white, female, would like to hear 
from writers, Negro, male, for mutual inspira- 
tion, fun or just jive. 

Iris B. Buaken 
4303 South Vermont Ave. 
Los Angeles 37, Calif. 
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By Gerri Major 


EAR GERRI: 

I have been divorced for three 
years and am planning to remarry next 
month. My nearest living relative is an 
aunt. Would it be all right to use her 
name on- invitations announcing my 
wedding at her home, and what should 
I wear? 

Sue McNeil 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Dear Sue: 

Formal engraved announcements are 
not in good taste for a divorcee. Invite 
friends to your wedding by writing a 
note, naming the bridegroom, date, 
time and place of the ceremony. Guests 
who witnessed the marriage of Rose 
Morgan and Joe Louis were invited by 
telephone. The public may be informed 
of your change in marital status by an 
item in the society column of your local 
newspaper. 

Of course the divorcee does not wear 
the traditional white bridal gown, veil 
and orange blossoms of the virgin. If 
you are especially fond of white, select 
a simple afternoon dress for your wed- 
ding, but a pastel blue or pink, an egg- 
shell or beige, a lime or turquoise would 
be a better choice of color. The hour of 
the wedding will determine the type of 
a dress in color. 

For a morning or noon wedding, 
choose a tailored dress. A cocktail or 
short evening dress may be worn for a 
late afternoon or evening ceremony. 
Since you are marrying in your aunt’s 
home, you need not wear a hat or gloves. 
If you are leav- (Continued on Page 82) 
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Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can 
do more for your hair than you’ve ever 
dreamed of . . . gives gray hair youthful 
new color ... gives drab hair glowing 
new color ... leaves your hair soft, 
shining . . . this very day! 

Get Godefroy’s Larieuse at your favorite 
cosmetic counter now—the famous 

brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 

In 18 flattering shades 






































3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 


2. Apply Godefroy's Larie- 
use with handy applicator in- 
cluded in package. 


Ve Shampoo hair thoroughly. 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's 
Lorieuse as directed. 
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METEOR is defined as a celestial 
body flashing through the heavens 
reat speed and flaming with tremen- 
heat and brilliance of short-lived 
iration. And out of foggy London- 
in the year 1951] there swept such 
phenomenon in human form. The 

r: Randolph Turpin. 
ntil then, Turpin was an obscure 
leweight boxer, as unknown to the 
l’s millions as a sub-minor astro- 
ical body idling in outer space, 
hed only by the academic eyes of a 

scientific minority. But Randy 
in was destined for fame—a fame 

brilliant and unenduring as a shoot- 
tar. 

» people contributed to that fame: 
yn and a woman. The first, was 
ir Ray Robinson, then, as now, the 
lleweight boxing champion of the 
erse. In the year of the launching 

lurpin meteor, Robinson was on 
ropean jaunt, cuffing about the lo- 

‘kels with considerable abandon. 

He was also enjoying other quaint Euro- 
: delights: wine, women, song. 

se two Robinson activities are gen- 

‘onceded to have combined an 

which sent Turpin blazing straight- 

into the rarified atmosphere of 


For on a July night in a squared 
tic ring in London the great Rob- 


OUGHEST 
ROMANCE 


inson suddenly ran out of gas, and was 
pummelled out of his title by the un- 
known Britisher Turpin. Despite Rob- 
inson’s well-known indulgence in the 
Parisian cordialities, his defeat was 
stunning. But there it was, David and 
Goliath all over again. 

Thus the Turpin meteor was on its 
way, and had, in the instant of its birth, 
cast off its brightest glow. For Turpin’s 
reign as titular head of the middleweight 
fighting party was cut short by an un- 
wise decision. The decision: to abide by 
the contract, calling for a return match 
with the dispossessed Robinson. The 
Englishman with the awkward look and 
unorthodox style came to the U. S. and, 
on September 12, exactly 63 days after 
decisioning Robinson in London, was 
beaten technically senseless by Sugar 
Ray in 10 rounds at the Polo Grounds in 
New York. After that, as a boxer, Tur- 
pin had had it. He had shed the thread- 
bare cloak of mediocrity for two brief 
adventures in the mantle of near-great- 
ness, and now returned from whence he 


came. Ordinariness and England. 

But again Sugar Ray Robinson un- 
knowingly made a move to keep the 
Turpin meteor glowing; he retired, leav- 
ing the title majestically vacant. And, 
since Turpin’s future ring worth was of 
an unknown quantity at the time, he was 
chosen to battle Carl (Bobo) Olson for 
the championship. In October of 1953, 
Olson and Turpin met, and.Turpin failed 
miserably, beaten into a bloody, unsight- 
ly mess in 15 rounds. He was through, 
except for the emergence now of the 
second co-creator of the Turpin meteor; 
the woman in the case, Adele Daniels. 

Adele Daniels was a $62-a-week New 
York Department of Labor clerk of rare 
qualities. One of them: a remarkable 
agelessness. Another: an abiding loyal- 
ty. Miss Daniels got into the act by way 
of an announcement. Said she: While 
Randy Turpin had been unable to beat 
Bobo Olson for the title, he had never- 
theless done a bangup job on her in the 
confines of her Riverside Drive Apart- 
ment, both before and after his ill-fated 
Olson meeting. Miss Daniels, in the 
language of the legally well-advised, 
charged that Turpin had “hit her violent 
blows about the face and body and also 
kicked her with booted foot.” In court, 
Miss Daniels, a bantamweight at 118 
pounds, contended she was still “black 
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and blue” from the impromptu sparring 
sessions, but these battlescars apparent- 
ly rested unseen under her purple dress 
and red coat. The 160-pound middle- 
weight Turpin, on the other hand, bore 
his wounds upon his face, remembrances 
of his encounter with Olson. 

By now, Miss Daniels’ qualities were 
becoming apparent. The first, ageless- 
ness, lay in the fact that while New York 
newspapers, from the strait-laced Times 
to the garter-snapping Daily News, 
steadfastly reported her age as 24, Miss 
Daniels was authoritatively recalled as 
being every day of 32. Secondly, her 
loyalty was unquestionable, apparently 
even in the face of physical adversities, 
for her own round and point system 
Turpin had socked her soundly on seven 
different occasions before she decided to 
ask the law to referee the fight. 

Had Turpin been an astute observer 
of the manners and mores of Americans, 
he might have known that Miss Daniels, 
like Sugar Ray Robinson, would be a 
person to be reckoned with. He certain- 
ly would have known it had he talked 
with a 33-year-old co-worker of Miss 
Daniels, one Maurice Brandon. For 
Brandon probably would have told Tur- 
pin that he had once been a suitor of 
Adele’s, and had been unceremoniously 
ash-canned without being told why. He 
had followed her around for months 
without gaining any further informa- 
Recalls Brandon: “Why, she 


wouldn’t even send me a penny postcard 


tion. 


saying our romance was over.” What 
Miss Daniels did, however, was have 
Brandon eventually arrested on a dis- 
orderly conduct charge and carted off 
to Bellevue Hospital for mental observa- 
tion. Several hospitals and mental tests 
later, he was released as sane. 

Even with this knowledge in hand, 
Turpin might still have stormed the walls 
of romantic intrigue, for he proved to 
have a true Englishman’s gluttony for 
punishment. As late as the previous 
June in London his wife had obtained a 
divorce on grounds of cruelty. But the 
dauntless Turpin met the new attack with 
disdain. Snapped his spokesman, Lew 
Burston, foreign representative of the 
International Boxing Club: “Turpin ad- 
mits nothing. He’s done nothing. The 
man is innocent.” 

At that, Miss Daniels withdrew her 
charges in what might have been de- 
scribed as a surprise move. But she fol- 





Adele Daniels (with lawyer) claimed that 
she got beat up by British fighter Randy 
Turpin, sued for $100,000. 


lowed up with a $100,000 civil damage 
suit, which was not a surprise move. In 
the face of this disturbance, Turpin, who 
had already been called “anti-American” 
in the U. S., set sail for merry ole Eng- 
land. 


But things were to be slightly less than 









Randy Turpin was a kind of 

fistic oddity. He won a world 

title July, 1951, lost it 63 days 
later. 



























Back home in England, while Adele was 
suing, Randy made the rounds with his 
second white wife. Gwyneth 


merry for Turpin, even on his own home 
ground. For a British constable, Frank 
F. Valentine, had filed a suit for divorce 
against his wife, naming Turpin as co- 
respondent. Valentine accused his 26- 
year-old wife, Pamela, of committing 
adultery with (Continued on Page 57) 
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ES, 1 KNEW DANDY JIM DANIELS. Yes, I was 
his girl. 

That’s what I told the newspaper reporters that night 
they came to interview me after Dandy Jim had been 
killed by some guys who were tougher than he had 

a > thought they were. Jim had thought that he was tough 
- ae” 7 ‘= enough for anything and anybody—but his murder 
“4 - proved he wasn’t! It proved that no man can hope to 
have much of a defense for a sawed-off shotgun when 
a professional killer is behind the trigger, shooting 
buckshot as big as peas. 

I didn’t tell the reporters all I knew, only a part of 
the truth. If I had told them the whole truth, I would 
~ ™ have said that I was only one of Dandy Jim’s many 
\ ce girls, just one of his playthings. But I couldn’t bring 
myself to tell the whole truth for, even in death, Dandy 

Jim held a strange fascination for me. 

With bitterness, I remembered how he had disillu- 
sioned me about love and marriage. With shame, | 
admitted to myself that I was never more than what 
l’ve said I was—a plaything—that I was just another 
member of his stable of girls. Yet, | had loved him, 
much too much and far too well to ever be completely 
free of him. Even today I’m not sure that if Dandy 
Jim came back from the dead I could turn my back and 
walk away from him. 

Dandy Jim Daniels, of course, wasn’t his real name. 
If I told you that, you’d recognize it immediately. But 
I can’t afford to do that. Nor would it be entirely safe 
for me to sign my name to this story, for his murder 
remains unsolved and the underworld believes that | 
know much more about it than I do. I’ve received 
strange telephone calls, and I’ve been told that I’d 
better keep my mouth shut, if I know what’s good 
for me. 

The irony of it is that I don’t know anything that 
could hurt anybody but me. I know no more about 
Dandy’s murder than you do and—like you—all | 
know is what I read in the newspapers. The news- 
papers said a lone gunman hid in the dense shrubbery 
near Dandy Jim’s house, waited until he came home 
lete one night, then let him have it! 

In a way, the lone gunman did me a favor, for he 
released me from what was simultaneously the most 
terrible and the most wonderful experience of my life 
~-my love affair with Dandy Jim. 

“.. . he was a big, strong, virile man. He was This is a story no newspaper has yet printed, for I’m 

plenty man. And as a woman, I wondered just telling it here for the first time. It isn’t going to be a 

how it Wanid be... 'eay De pretty story. But it is going to be the whole truth. And 
I’m telling it here in the hope that somewhere another 
pretty young girl who thinks she knows the score on 
men and sex will take a warning. I know that if some- 
one had warned me, I wouldn’t have gotten myself in 
the kind of mess I did. If I had been warned, I would 
have set my price so high that no man, least of all the 
policy king Dandy Jim Daniels, could never have 
bought me. 

I’m a dancer. Sometimes I make a few extra bucks 
modeling for magazines. I’ve been around and I’ve 
lived a pretty hep life. I thought I knew the score on 
men and sex until I met Dan- (Continued on Page 36) 
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BETWEEN 
Two 
HUSBANDS 








yo BILL CAME IN with the mail, I knew something was 
wrong. He put the letters on the table, turned his back and 
walked away. 

I picked up the stack of letters and thumbed through them. The 
first was a bill. I threw it on the table. The second was from an old 
schoolmate. I started to open it, changed my mind and looked at 
the third one. My heart did somersaults and needles burned in my 










stomach. 

“This must be a joke,” I said and looked to Bill for support. He 
walked to the window and laoked out and said nothing. 

It was a familiar envelope—too familiar, the same kind I used to 
get when Robert first went overseas. But he had been killed in action 
and the letters had stopped. And now, after two years, here was an- 
other one in the same old handwriting, addressed to Mrs. Robert 
Larry, instead of Mrs. Bill Johnson. 

I worried the envelope with my hand, afraid to open it, afraid for 
myself, afraid for Bill. We had been married for over a year. I 
looked at him, back turned, staring out into the nothingness of a 
Chicago afternoon, and felt weak-kneed and empty inside. 

Robert can’t be alive, I said to myself. Not after all these months. 
Not after I’ve forgotten him and made a new life for myself. 

“Must be a joke,” I said again. 

“Open it and see,” Bill replied. 






















| tore at the envelope and ripped off a part of the letter. 









“O.K.,” Bill said. “If that’s the way you 
feel—you . . .” There was anger and 
anguish in his eyes, but he didn’t finish 


the sentence. 











The first words leaped out and hit me 
between the eyes and suddenly I knew it 
was no joke. “Dear Peaches.” Nobody 
ever called me that but Robert. I didn’t 
want to read on, but I felt Bill’s eyes, 
burning, questioning; and I had no- 
where else to look, so I continued. He 
said that he had been captured by the 
North Koreans; that he had lost his dog 
tags and somebody had found them and 
reported him dead. He made a joke 
about this and went on to say that he 
had fought back at every turn. 

He had been tried and sentenced to 
two years imprisonment by a Commu- 
nists’ Court and he had just been re- 
leased. 

The letter ended: “Some days I had 
nothing to eat but a scrap of bread and 
water. I was so weak and uncomfortable 
that I wanted to die. And the only thing 
that kept me alive was the thought of 
you and the baby. I remember you said, 
I’ll wait for you forever.’ I told you 
then, ‘It won’t be that long.’ We got a 
date, Peaches, about a week from now. 
We'll be in ’Frisco next Thursday and 
when | get through that red tape [ll run 
to you. Kisses, Bob.” 

I re-read the last paragraph. And the 
roof fell in. “No!” I screamed. “No!” 
[ balled up the letter in my fist and ran 
into the bedroom, slamming the door 
behind me, and threw myself on the bed. 

"NG . oc INO 60:3 INO icic o NOs 
| repeated and beat my fist on the bed. 

! heard Bill pacing up and down and 
knew that he was chain-smoking. I got 
him into this, I told myself. I should 
have waited longer. 

But the Army said he was dead. “Pre- 
sumed dead,” the letter said. And I did 
wait, | thought. Three whole months. 
[hree empty months. When I started 
going out again, mama said I was rush- 
ing things. And then I met Bill and after 
two wonderful months we were married. 
He had been so nice, turning his back on 
his old life, staying at home, planning 
for the future. And now this. 

Robert? I tried to remember what 
kind of man he was and why I had mar- 
ried him. We had been together for so 
little time. 

We met at a restaurant where I was 
working. He came in with two other 
oldiers and while they made cracks and 
tried to date me he just looked, a smirk 
twisting his mouth. He was a tall, 
smooth-brown man with a heavy mus- 


tache and a ready smile. I couldn’t 
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avoid his eyes and he knew it; but he 
said nothing. 

When he kept looking, I said, “Can’t 
you talk?” 

He cocked his head and shot back, 
“T will. I will—when I have something 
to say.” 

After that night, he came back often. 
One night he asked me for a date. I 
hesitated because I had turned down all 
the other soldiers and | thought it was 
just another come-on. I don’t know yet 
why I accepted, but I did. We saw each 
other often after that until he was trans- 
ferred to a camp in Kentucky. 

And then I didn’t see or hear from 
him for two months. Then, he barged 
in one night and said he had to see me— 
right away. I told him that I couldn’t 
get off. 

“Well, quit then,” he answered. “This 
is important.” 

I looked at his eyes and saw it was 
important. So I got off and we went to 
a small place on 47th Street. He told me 
that he was going overseas and that he 
had a two-weeks leave. Without warn- 
ing, he asked me to marry him. And 
although I barely knew him, I accepted. 
We had two dreamy weeks together and 
then he left. I found out later that I was 
pregnant. 

Thinking about these things, I tried to 
find in my heart some love for him, 
some kind of feeling, any kind—but I 
was too confused. I didn’t even know if 
I loved Robert. 

Bill pushed the door open and said he 
was going out to get some cigarettes. 
“Don’t you want to see the letter?” I 
asked. 

“No,” he replied softly. “I know 
what’s in it, Alice.” 

He closed the door and although he 
closed it quietly I knew that nothing 
would ever be the same again. I got up 
and smoothed my dress and looked in 
the mirror. I looked at the woman I saw 
there, seeing and not seeing the red eyes 
and the tear streaks, admiring the light, 
golden-brown complexion, the big eyes 
and the soft hair, cut short in the latest 
style. 

Impulsively, I stroked my hair, re- 
membering mother’s warning: “You're 
pretty, girl. And flighty. One of these 
days, you’re going to get into trouble. 
You’re always doing things without 
thinking.” 

“T should have waited longer,” I said 
to the mirror. “I should have . . .” 








I cut the sentence off and picked 
up my hat and coat and started for the 
door. I needed air. Everything was clos. 
ing in on me. I had to think. I got to 
the front door and remembered the boy. 
I tip-toed back to his room and saw that 
he was sleeping quietly. I closed the 
door and stepped down the hall and 
asked the girl there to stay with Bobby 
until Bill came back. 

I walked out into the rain and stood 
there for a long time, letting the big 
drops slap me in the face, breathing the 
sharp air. I decided to go to mama and 
tell her everything. 

When I got there, she was in the mid. f 
die of a club meeting. But she took one § 
look at my red eyes and excused herself, 
pushing me before her into a back room, F 

‘What happened?” she asked anxious 
ly. “Is Bobby sick?” 

“No,” I answered and sat down tired § 
ly. She waited and finally, I said, “Rob. 
ert’s coming back.” 

She didn’t understand for a moment 
and then it hit her and she slumped into 
a chair. I explained about the letter and 
we sat silently for what seemed like 
hours. She jumped up and pointed her 
finger at me. “I told you you should 
have waited. And now what’re you go- 
ing to do?” 

I didn’t answer. And she started to 
talking about Robert. He was her fe 
vorite. My duty was clear to her: I must 
give up Bill and go back to Robert. He Be 
was my husband, she said. The second Lis 
marriage was illegal. I must do it, she 
said, and I must do it quietly to avoidae 
scandal. 5: 

I laughed in her face. “A family scan 
dal. That’s all you think about.” 

“But I only wanted to . . .” cs 

“Don’t preach to me,” I broke i 
“Leave me alone. Let me think.” 

She backed away, hurt. I tried 
apologize but it was no good. I pick 
up my coat and walked through th 4 
roomful of gray-haired old ladies ant 
fumbled with the door. Not until I g 
outside did I realize that tears wet 
streaming down my cheeks. ~~ 

I walked down South Park, turned le 
on 63rd and looked at the couples goi 
in and out of night clubs. I walked o 
trying to make some sense out of tht 
thing, trying to figure a way out. Aca 
pulled up and a man offered me a ride 
| shook my head and walked on, feeli 
the water soak- (Continued on Page 6 
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HOW 
JOE WILLIAMS 
FOUND 
SUCCESS 


By 
AL DUCKETT 


HE BIG-BRAIN-TRUST BOYS of 

the South Side Chicago barber shop 
were having their usual Saturday after- 
noon talk-fest. They had solved the race 
problem, cursed and blessed Eisenhower, 
selected the future World Series winners 
and heavyweight champs for three years 
to come and were now engaged in a dis- 
cussion of the proper procedure when 
an unsuspecting husband comes home 
early to find his unsuspected wife en- 
gaged in extra-curricular activities. 

The nationwide radio show, Monitor, 
was being aired from New York. Sud- 
denly the sharp, virile music of the Count 
Basie band leaped through the radio set 
right smack into the middle of the barber 
shop. 

“Dig, man,” enthused one pundit, 
“S’Basie.” 

A rapt silence fell over the assemblage. 

After an announcement, Basie broke 
out wild once more—only this time, 
there was something special added—a 
big, sobby, beat-filled voice—a crying, 
complaining blues voice—a strong, mus- 
cled, many-colored voice. 

“Dig, dig, man,” cried the barber 
shop’s own Paul Revere: “It’s Big Joe 
Williams.” 
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he writer describes Joe Williams’ voice as being “big, whaling big . . . 

t when he needs to and wants to, he comes through crooning tender, 
bbing-soft, his tones pulsating with the heartbreak throb.” Is there 
any wonder that Joe is a big hit? 


ul break of the Joe Williams career came when he landed spot with 
punt Basie (l.). The Basie band was ready to ride the crest of new 

band popularity and Williams helped put in the punch that made 
it the “greatest.” Now Williams may become a single. 
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Faces of three women listeners show th 
Joe’s singing does different things to differen 
people. One finds Joe’s blues a happy thin. 
Another seems to reminisce over a pleasat 
thing in the past. The third gets sure-enough 
blue—or is that blasé? 






























| is doing now, it is not true that he was 


From there on out, it was a business 
of listening to Big Joe Williams and 
talking about him—all at the same time. 
Hard trick, but the barber shop boys 
knew how to do it. 

“Man, that cat sure has got famous 
overnight. . . .” 

“Remember when he used to be at the 
Club DeLisa all the time?” 

“T always knew that boy would make 
it.” 

“How come they just discovering him. 
He been singing that good for years and 
no one got excited.” 

“Yeah! But Basie’s got him now. And 
he goes with Basie like I belong with my 
old lady.” 

“Tell you *bout Chicago—they never 
recognize their own in Chicago. You 
can be Billy Eckstine or Earl Hines, but 
you got to go to New York before you 
get recognized. Then everybody in Chi- 
cago who’s been snubbin’ you for years, 
says ‘oh, yeah, I knew he’d make it.’ ” 

While it is true that Joe Williams, 
now hailed as one of the great finds of 
the business and called one of the best 
blues singers of modern times, was 
around Chicago for years doing what he 
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A dynamic person, Joe walks on stage flailing sympathy-inviting arms, digging his feet into the floor as he walks—much in the 
manner of the old-time Baptist shouters. 





being snubbed. 

In the barber shop and in many other 
places in the Windy City, they remember 
Joe for the way he stepped out on the 
stage with a swinging gait, walked to the 
mike and whaled away at way-down, 
rock-bottom blues. They remember the 
way he sang those heartbreak blues— 
the blues that told the story of how a 
man feels when the one he loves had 
walked out of his life. They remember 
how he walked the stage, his voice cry- 
ing and moaning, his body twisting, 
arms flailing. 

And now, all over the nation, people 
knew that Joe Williams had come into 
his own. 

To make it—to find success—Joe had 
travelled a long and often discouraging 
road, starting back in his small-town be- 
ginnings in a Southern city. 


L peiegeres in the small Georgia 
town of Cordile knew the Williams 
family as a devout clan. They didn’t get 
to know much about Joe himself, how- 
ever, for when the boy was four years 
old, his and 
brought him to Chicago. He still calls 
the Windy City his “hometown.” 


grandmother mother 








The Williamses joined a small Meth- 
odist church in Chicago. An only child 
who often was left with no playmate, Joe 
watched church services and soon began 
astounding family and friends by mimic- 
ing these services at home. 

“They tell me I used to hold an entire 
church service at home,” Joe muses. “I 
would be the choir marching in. I'd 
sing all the parts, give the prayer, sing 
the choir’s answer and then preach a 
sermon. I took care of everything but 
raising the collection. The folks were 
certain I was headed for the ministry.” 

Several years later, Joe did more than 
“play church.” He affiliated with a young 
peoples’ group and organized a quartette 
called “The Jubilee Boys.” The youthful 
enterprise met with much success and 
Joe’s mother and aunt, both choir sing- 
ers, beamed with pride. Young Williams 
was the only Jubilee Boy who stuck with 
vocalizing. Two of his erstwhile partners 
are now Chicago bartenders. He’s lost 
track of the third. 

At Englewood High Joe happened in 
on the rehearsal of a trio which was to 
do service in a school show. At the last 
minute one of the fellows got cold feet 
and backed (Continued on Page 72) 
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in that maze of grin- 
ing male faces that haunt 
hould be the one; the one 
lowdown, devil of a man 
‘what I am today. Which 
r was it all of them? 

search those faces slowly, 
ong with their sins, I can 
one; the man to blame for 


lace there, the one with the 
weather beaten, leathery 
father’s. Not a bad face 
ok too hard trying to find 
t character in it. Father 
he was weak. 

st of the time; a friendly, 
I guess that was his 
too easy-going. 

the girl to death Dora,” 


he would tell my mother when the sub- 
ject of boys or dates or what took me 
so long to come home from school came 
up in my house. I couldn’t have been 
more than twelve then, and I appreciated 
father being on my side. Not that I 
really needed him or anybody else to de- 
fend me. There wasn’t anything to de- 
fend. God knows we kids could have 
spent the whole day just gabbing, like 
we did. Especially us girls. It took a 
long time to get all of the gossip out at 
the end of the day, so we stretched out 
the trip home from school as much as 
possible. If we had really hurried, we 
could have gotten home maybe twenty 
minutes or half an hour faster. So the 
time didn’t really matter much. 

As for boys, we were just learning 
about them. They were a new and won- 


; Candy was too young and stupid to tell the difference between a gleam in a 


derfully interesting discovery, and most 
of our talk about them was just silly, 
girlish prattle. We didn’t even know 
what we were saying half the time. 

And dates, they were something that 
the older girls had and the younger girls 
were dying to have, only the younger 
ones were really afraid to, as much as 
the boys were afraid. But we.lied to each 
other about going out with boys, espe- 
cially the older, popular boys. Some of 
our mothers overheard a lot of this silly 
stuff and got a little worried. But it just 
wasn’t so. 

I guess mothers do have a right to 
worry, though, and to ask questions 
about those things and to find out what 
their daughters are really doing. It’s just 
that they make it sound like so much is 
going on with their insinuations and all 
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that sometimes you just taunt them for 
a gag. And when your father sides with 
you, well, what else is there to do? 

“Candy is going to be a fine girl,” my 
father would always tell mother when 
she was giving me the third degree. 
“You don’t have to ask her a lot of ques- 
tions. Sure she has a lot of fun with 
boys. Shouldn’t she? And I bet all those 
boys are crazy about you, too, aren’t 
they, honey?” he would say, putting his 
arm around my shoulders and squeezing 
me a little. “Baby, you’ll never have to 
worry about a thing in this whole wide 
world,” he would promise me, “Not as 
long as there’s a man still alive some- 
where in it.” 

I was really too young then to ever 
think about what father said. I just 
knew he was good-natured and light- 


hearted and didn’t have a mean bone in 
his body. 

“I’m a lucky man!” he would exclaim 
to his friends on Saturday nights when 
he invited them in to drink beer. He 
would take the men in the kitchen and 
they would sit around the table drinking 
and laughing and talking about their 
troubles or triumphs at the steel mills 
where they all worked. 

“So I said to the foreman,” one of 
them would say, “ ‘If you know so much 
about firing this damn furnace, grab you 
a shovel and get the hell to work’.” 

Or another would moan, wiping the 
beer foam from hardened lips: 

“How can a man support a family 
when they won’t let him work but three 
or four days a week? Always layin’ a 
man off. How can he live?” 

But father always worked, and he al- 
ways had his friends and his beer. He 
would throw his shirt collar open and 
drink until the sweat tumbled down his 
neck. When he went into his “I’m a 
lucky man” routine, he would wave his 
arms around our shabby, four-room 
apartment with a grand gesture as if he 
was telling somebody to survey the mag- 
nificence of the Grand Canyon. 

“Sure, it’s not much,” he would growl, 
“but the rent is paid and I’m up on my 
furniture installments. I’ve got an old 
heap out front that rattles and groans 
but it gets me where I’m going. And I 
got Dora and the prettiest daughter in 
town. I work and I break my back, but 
I’m a lucky man.” 

Father hardly ever went to church and 
he might have been lax about my own 
upbringing, but he had his own set of 
tules about right and wrong. Still, he 
was too easy on me, always ready to take 
up for me, no matter what. 

“Jonas, this girl isn’t going to be 
worth a dime if you don’t quit spoiling 
her,” mother would warn him. “You 
take up for her now, but you can’t take 
up for her always.” 


She says bad men did her wrong. Who is right? 


“I’d rather spoil her than to nag her 
to death all the time like you do, Dora,” 
father said one day. “I swear, you two 
get along just like a pair of cats. You’re 
mother and daughter, but you're just 
like a pair of wild cats. You'll never get 
along. And as for taking up for Candy, 
maybe I can’t do it always, but I'll do 
it until the day I die.” 

The day he died was a week later. He 
was on his way to work early one morn- 
ing with a jalopy full of steel workers 
when the brakes went out on his old rat- 
tletrap and it crashed into a trailer-truck. 
Father was thrown out of the car and 
killed instantly. A couple of other guys 
in the front seat were pretty well banged 
up, but the others got out with just 
cuts and bruises. Under the circum- 
stances, father wouldn’t have had it any 
other way; he wouldn’t have wanted any- 
thing to happen to his friends. 

I was fifteen then, young, headstrong, 
and developing so fast toward woman- 
hood that I didn’t realize what was hap- 
pening. I had never really been overly 
affectionate toward my father, even 
though he pampered me. But somehow, 
when he was killed, I thought I had lost 
the only friend I ever had. And yet, 
mother was right; father had spoiled me. 
He had set me up for the sort of trap 
I was going to run into later. 

When I finally came out of the shock 
of father’s death, it was with a kind of 
fierce determination that I was going to 
prove myself to be somebody, that I was 
going to get more out of life than he had 
gotten or had been able to give mother. 
I was Candy Evans, and just like father 
had said, I was better than anybody. 

There’s another face I can’t see now. 
It’s young and wide-eyed with big, flop- 
ping ears standing out on each side of 
it like flags waving in the breeze. The 
face is dotted with adolescent pimples, 
and the hair up above it is a little too 
long. The face is a composite; it’s all 
the faces of all (Continued on Page 52) 
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Mother’s. advice meant nothing when Debbie 
made up her mind to marry Fred. But there was 


a day she wished that she had listened . . . ; 
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Safidy. sat up straight. “Well,” she 
Gsked, “how on earth did Aunt Edith 
let you get married -before you'd 
finished high school?” 








F PPRED AND I might have had a bet- 
| ter chance to make a go of it if Los 
| Angeles hadn’t been hit by the longest 
| bus strike in its history the day after we 
| arrived there. Yes, if it hadn’t been for 
4 that, things might have been different, 
3 that and the way I defied my parents 
about my marriage. 

I still remember the last in a series of 
= atguments designed to change my mind. 
y I was busy packing my clothes so that 
) after the ceremony which was to take 
| Place the following Sunday, Fred and | 
could start for the Golden West, where 
PT could take a job and help out until 
Fred could finish college and get on his 
i feet. I looked up from the mono- 
| &tammed pillowcase I was folding, to 
|%e Mom watching me from the door- 


way. She ventured in timidly and sat 
on my dresser stool the way she had 
been used to doing while my sister Bea 
and | got ready for school parties. I 
could feel her unspoken thoughts mill- 
ing around the room like cattle. When 
I couldn’t stand it any longer, I said, 
“Well?” 

Her words gushed out desperately, 
“Debbie, won’t you change your mind 
about this while there is still time?” 

“Change my mind about what?” 

“My child, marriage is hard enough 
on those who have known each other all 
their lives.” 

“Fred says that he feels that we’ve 
known each other all our lives.” 

“Yes, but what about you?” 


“He trusts me and I trust him,” I an- 


swered shortly. 

“But we only met him when he visited 
you during his Christmas leave. He 
seemed a nice boy, but aside from his 
being a member of the Air Force at 
Barksdale Field, your father and I know 
nothing about him.” 

“I know enough.” 

“It isn’t even as if you’d finished high 
school,” she went on with a despairing 
wafture of her hand. “You're going to 
find that the best jobs are given to those 
who are best prepared.” 

“It isn’t going to be for long. Just 
until Fred can support us both.” 

“‘And that short while,” her voice un- 
derlined the phrase, “will be at least 
three years—three years when he'll be 
growing andim- (Continued on page 58) 
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\VE BRAKED THE CADILLAC to a smooth stop at the end of the long row 


1e up ahead stopped again. Dave swiftly slipped his arm around my shoulder ’ 
gged me even closer to him. hated him. He was too fai 


cars which were slowly filing one by one past the customs station at the 
anada border. He half turned in his seat to look at me. For a brief, electri- 
spell he was speechless, then a broad, even-toothed smile spread across his 
me brown features. 


it a wild impulse to rise from my place in the seat beside him, wrap my arms 


| his neck and kiss him—smother him with all the kisses I had wished and 
d so long to give him. I wanted to feel myself in those strong, muscular arms. 


ted to jump up and down and tell the world this was the man I love. 
e turned back to the wheel as the line started to inch ahead. 


von’t be long now, darling.” His voice was husky and full of emotion. The first time Dixie-bo : 


ild feel the flood of tears welling up within me. I couldn’t contain the joy 


excitement. I tried to speak, but no words came out. I just eased up close to Mrs. Blackshear saw 
family Negro chauffeur, s 


: the seat and held tightly to his right arm, burying my head in his shoulder. 


customs guard looked at Dave, who calmly handed him our credentials, then 


lly surveyed my peaches-and-cream, blue-eyed whiteness and looked unbe- out of his place. But af z 
y, at Dave again. After casually scanning our luggage piled on the back her husband di ed, her b ti 


the sedan, he reluctantly waved us on. 


loesn’t quite believe his eyes—his thoughts were written all over his face.” turned to , ae agit 


aughed deep, and heartily, gunned the motor and we sped across the border 


anada. 


ad hardly gone five miles when Dave jo ine swerved the car off the main 
y onto a secondary highway leading into a wooded area and screeched to a 
















stop in a small clearing just off the road. He leaped from his seat, bounded aro 
to my side of the car, opened the door and I swept, sobbing, into his arms. 

“I love you, I love you, I love you,” I cried, as his mighty arms seemed to 
the air from my body. 

He swept me from my feet, smothering my face with kisses. 

“Darling, this is the greatest day of my life. I'll never love another. 
brought us together—and destiny shall keep us together until death,” 2 

Somehow, in Dave’s arms | felt a sense of security and freedom I had never ff 
before. The fears and frustrations that had besieged me after Clarke’s death ha 
banished. I no longer worried over the fact that Dave was my chauffeur, it F 
longer mattered that Dave was of a despised and oppressed race. I no longer c 
that I was shattering to bits the most basic tradition of the land and culture oft 
birth. I loved Dave, that was all that mattered now. 4 

Dave’s voice was now calm and soft in my ear. The same way it was when: 
came to me that sunny afternoon down on our Georgia plantation and told] 
Clarke died of a broken neck when one of his prize saddle horses balked 
threw him. 

I was hysterical beyond consolation and may have gone crazy with grief he 
not been for Dave and his calm advice. I had spurned the priest, the doctor : 
Jimmy Blane, Clarke’s closest friend, but, somehow, when Dave put his strong ai 
across my shoulder and begged me not to take it so hard, X oegeapans turn 


to my senses. 


























“T used to date a few girls, Dave said, but now it 
seems that since Mr. Clarke died, I haven’t had 
much time for them—lI’ve been too busy taking 


” 


care of you... 
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Maybe it was the fact that I knew my 
husband had secretly admired Dave so 
much. Or maybe it was Dave’s soft, 
philosophical words. I remember vivid- 
ly how he spoke, like a prophetic voice 
from Heaven: 

“Don’t worry, Mrs. Blackshear, all 
isn’t lost. Mr. Clarke has just gone to 
his resting place. He'll patiently wait for 
all of us, and we will see him again.” 

We were back in the car and moving 
swiftly along the main highway when 
Dave spoke again: 

“It must be destiny, darling, just how 
is it that we arrive here together. Of all 
the people in the world. Of all the bar- 
riers to our kind of love, how did we 
find one another? What destiny told us 
we were meant for one another?” 

My mind went back to Georgia, and 
to the paths that led me to Dave—the 
paths that led me to my interracial mar- 
riage. 

Dave was a throwback to the cotton 
economy of the pre-Civil War South. 
Some of Dave’s people had always lived 
on the vast Blackshear plantation and 
as the years passed and the plantation 
dwindled down to be nothing more than 
a quiet, old country estate near Atlanta, 
only Dave remained as Clarke’s butler- 
chauffeur. 

However, even before I married Clarke 
I learned—and was very shocked at 
the time—that deep within him Clarke 
did not regard Dave as a servant. They 
were of the same age—Dave’s mother 
had nursed them at the same time, like 
twin brothers. 

The first emotion I felt when I met 
Dave was hate—the bitter, frustrating 
hate that only a dyed-in-wool southerner 
can feel when he believes a Negro has 
gotten out of his place. 

It was my first visit to Clarke’s home. 
Jimmy Blane, Clarke and I had driven 
up from the campus to spend the week- 
end at Windymoor. 

| was awakened early Saturday morn- 
ing by the pop... pop... pop of 
tennis balls on the clay court not far 
from my bedroom. I walked to the 
window, joyfully inhaling the fragrant 
spring air. I looked out across the wide, 
beautifully-landscaped green expanse of 
lawn and saw Clarke moving across the 
court with those long, graceful motions 
that had made him an intercollegiate 
tennis champion and when I saw that the 
lithe, dark figure returning Clarke’s ef- 
forts smash-for-smash was a Negro I 
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gasped in disbelief, not quite believing 
my own eyes. 

I dressed hastily and angrily and went 
racing down the curving stairway and 
out onto the open lawn. My anger grew 
into a blind rage when I heard Clarke’s 
soft chatter and Dave’s heavier, Negroid 
laughter drifting up the lawn toward 
me. 

They rounded the hedge row border- 
ing the tennis court when I approached. 
Clarke was casually swinging his rac- 
quet and Dave, dressed like Clarke in a 
smart white tennis outfit, was wiping 
sweat from his face and still wore a 
wide, white-toothed grin when they saw 
me. 

Clarke, not noting my anger in the 
sudden surprise of my appearance, 
quickly slipped his free arm around my 
waist and said “Joan, I want you to 
meet .. .” 

“T don’t want to meet him,” I inter- 
rupted him, almost screaming. 

Dave calmly walked off across the 
lawn, and Clarke, now startled and wide- 
eyed with amazement, stepped back, 
looking incredulously inte my eyes. 

“What’s the matter, baby,” he queried 
in his soft schoolboy voice. “What’s 
come over you!” 

“H-how could you, Clarke,”. I half 
sobbed. “How could you be so common. 
No decent, cultured white man would 
play tennis with a Negro!” 

I felt Clarke’s outstretched hands fall 
from my shoulders and drop limply to 
his sides. A pained expression crept 
across his face. His mouth was ajar, his 
lips were working, but he was speechless 
with disbelief. 

Then the words came—strange, dis- 
tant, emotional words. 

“Joan, Joan,” he shook his head sadly, 
then madly crushed me to him and 
buried his head in my shoulder. He 
slowly raised his head and as he held me 
close and looked into my eyes I could 
see from the pained expression that he 
was sincerely and deeply hurt. A wave 
of sorrow swept over me and I buried 
my head in his shoulder, crying hot, 
bitter tears. 

Clarke tenderly turned my face up, 
wiped away the tears with the inside of 
the white Turkish towel he’d slung 
around his neck and slipped an arm 
around my waist. After kissing me ten- 
derly on the forehead he guided me 
away from the mansion and down the 
gently-sloping lawn. After a few mo- 












































































The music seemed to fill my mind . . . The 
whole room pulsated with the deliriously- 
wild crescendo . . . Dave leaned closer to 
me, his eyes half-closed, as if in a dream. 
Then I was in his arms .. . 


ments of quiet contemplation, he started 
talking about Dave. 

“Maybe I should have told you be- 
fore, darling, but, then again, it never 
dawned on me that you—or anyone for 
that matter—would take exception to 
Dave. It’s true that Dave is my per 
sonal valet, chauffeur, and man-about- 
the-house, but, somehow, Dave is differ- 
ent. We’ve been close since childhood, 
and I’ve never been able to look upon 
Dave as a servant.” 

“But Clarke,” I interrupted, “this is 
the South, and it’s traditionally, morally 
and legally wrong to treat a Negro the 
way you do. It just isn’t right to permit 
a Negro to do things he has no legal 
right to expect. It’s not fair to the 
Negro, it’s not fair to you, and it’s not 
fair to the society of which you are ex 
pected to become a pillar.” 

Clarke had stopped walking now and 
he calmly surveyed my face as he talked: 

“No, no, darling, we can’t go living 
and believing (Continued on Page 78) 
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gpnongatd McRAE is a young singer 

of the progressive school and a long 
time favorite of jazzmen who only re- 
cently began to place in the running on 
recordings. Now, however, the comely, 
lusty-voiced stylist is making a race for 
disc honors and seems to have hit her 
stride as a record artist for Decca. She 
will make a minimum of 16 sides a year 
for the major diskery. 

Before signing her Decca pact, Car- 
men recorded for Stardust and Bethle- 
hem. She had, according to the record 
sale sheets, no more than just so-so luck 
with the labels. Yet, one of the sides she 
cut for Bethlehem, a thing called Tip-T oe 
Gently, is today considered a collector’s 
item in jazz circles. 

Carmen’s first two sides for Decca 
coupled Jf I’m Lucky and Ooh! What 
You’re Doing To Me. Her most publi- 
cized release to date embraces a pair of 
duets with Sammy Davis, Jr., on A Fine 
Romance and I Go For You. Both sides 
come off as listenable, humorous music 
and are excellent exhibits of two great 





talents at work together. 


James Goodrich 


Sammy confides that he got a tre- 
mendous charge out of recording with 
Carmen. He thinks she is “just fantastic” 
and predicts that “if good singing comes 
back, Carmen has got to be the biggest 
star that ever happened.” 

Like Sammy, no less a vocal authority 
than the First Lady of Song, Ella Fitz- 
gerald, is high on Carmen. Ella swears 
that Carmen “just kills me. She sings 
with so much beat, so much feeling. She’s 
my girl.” 

Carmen may be at her very best on a 
new Decca single which backs to back 
Come On, Come In and The Next Time 
It Happens. Come On is a beatful ditty, 
Next Time a Rodgers & Hammerstein 
ballad. Each side gets a classy treatment 
from Carmen and will serve to show that 
she has a magic touch with a song. A 
driving type of performer, she swings 
on just about everything and is never 
dull. 

Though Carmen just lately became 
popular on records, she insists her sing- 
ing is the same as it always was. “My 
style hasn’t (Continued on Page 82) 
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Only Davol Nursers 
can be adjusted to 
suit your baby’s feed- 
ing speed. Work 
equally well with 
thick or thin formula. 


Just loosen collar 
to speed up flow. 
Tighten it to slow 
down flow. Adjusts 
with finger-tip ease. 
Nursers won't leak. 


RUBBER COMPANY 
PROVIDENCE 2. R.! 


For free copy of 

‘Baby Feeding Made Easier,” 
write: Davol Rubber Company 
Dept. TA-6-4, Providence 2, R. |. 
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I Loved Too Well (Continued from Page 21) 


dy Jim. He taught me that I didn’t know 
anything about either. 

In show business, you sort of get used 
to people doing things in different ways, 
and you don’t hold it against them. You 
take a sort of tolerant attitude towards the 
off-beat boys and the queers. Yet as so- 
phisticated as I thought I was, I was 
shocked when I learned that Dandy Jim 
liked to have two and three women at the 
same time, that sometimes he kept a group 
of girls waiting while he was busy with 
another group. 

The average guy is pretty easy to figure. 
He may try to play it cool, camouflage his 
desires, but you know pretty soon what 
he is after. Not so with Dandy Jim. Sex, 
to him, always was an experiment. He al- 
ways wanted to try something new. I’ve 
heard that he often boasted he knew more 
about sex than the Hindu lovers, who’re 
said to be the greatest. Dandy Jim be- 
lieved that with money and sex you could 
get anything the world had to offer. Both 
were mere commodities to him. But he 
had a knack of making a girl believe that 
she was his only love, and having con- 
vinced her of that, he was in business, 
jam up to here! 

How did I get mixed up with such a 
man? 

Sometimes, I really wish I knew . . . 

It all began at a Christmas party in 
1952. I had purposely quit a traveling 
show in the East so I could spend my holi- 
days in Chicago. I wanted to concentrate 
on having fun for two weeks after having 
danced around the country continuously 
for a year. 

The hostess of this party was a woman 
friend of mine who had been in show busi- 
ness herself. Her South Parkway apart- 
ment literally was crammed that night with 
a “Who’s Who” of local show folk and 
guys and gals on the fringes of the busi- 
ness. . 

I had gone to the party with Bill Yan- 
cey, a rather gay son of an old insurance 
company executive. Bill was a guy who 
liked to be seen with pretty girls. I had 
dated him a few times and I always felt a 
bit proud to be out with him, knowing his 
reputation for being able to “pick ’em.” 

I’ve told you I am a dancer and part- 
time model. I should tell you more about 
myself. 

I’m a Southern girl, born in Nashville, 
Tenn. When I was a youngster, my folks 
were bitten by the travel bug. From Nash- 
ville, we moved to Pittsburgh. From Pitts- 
burgh, we moved to Gary, Ind., where my 
father worked in a steel mill until he died. 
After his death, which was during my mid- 
teens, mother returned to Nashville to live. 
| went with her, but was soon back in Gary, 
living with some friends of the family. 

When I was 17, I entered a local beauty 
contest and won first prize. Afterward, 
my friends encouraged me to enter a “Miss 
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Bronze America” contest over in Chicago. I 
did—and won again. One of the prizes was 
a dancing course plus a job at a local club. 
I took the course and soon found myself 
in show business. Seems that I had a nat- 
ural talent for dancing. I liked it so well 
I immediately ditched all of my (and my 
mother’s) plans for college. 

I figured that what I didn’t have in danc- 
ing talent, I had in looks. I’ve been told 
that I “look like a Creole.” I have olive 
complexion and long, soft black hair. I’m 
tall—five, seven—which is good both for 
dancing and for modeling. I don’t want 
to brag about my figure, but even when I 
was in elementary school, the guys whis- 
tled when I passed. 

I say all that to explain how it hap- 
pened that Bill took me to the party and 
why Dandy Jim became interested in me. 

The party really was just a simple af- 
fair. A lot of people, meeting and min- 
gling and talking and drinking and laugh- 
ing. The more they drank, the louder they 
laughed. But it was just fun. 

Somewhere during the night, I looked 
up to see this big guy standing in front 
of me. He really was big, over six feet 
tall, broad-shouldered. He wasn’t really 
handsome, but then he wasn’t tough on the 
eyes either. He was light-brown, with a 
thick head of black hair; his brown eyes 
were set well beneath heavy eyebrows. His 
nose was just a trifle wide, his mouth big, 
his teeth even and very white. He was 
smiling with them when I first saw him. 

“Hiya, Bill,” he said to my escort, look- 
ing all the while at me. “Haven’t seen 
you since last summer at the races. 
Where’ve you been hiding?” 

He had a deep voice, the kind that 
makes you think its owner would make a 
wonderful singer. There was a slight trace 
of Southern accent in his speech. He was 
impeccably dressed. 

Although he didn’t seem to be too keen 
about the idea, Bill introduced me, and 
the three of us chatted amiably for a few 
minutes. Then Bill decided that we needed 
fresh drinks. He went to get them, leaving 
me with Dandy Jim. 

“What a lucky break,” Jim exclaimed 
as soon as Bill was out of earshot. “I had 
been wondering if I'd ever get a chance 
to talk to you alone.” 

“Is that so?” I asked, casually. 

“Yes,” Dandy Jim said. “You’re the 
most beautiful girl here tonight—and | 
would count this night wasted if I had to 
leave without getting to know you better.” 

He gave me a frank once-over, then 
continued : 

“Do you know that you’re my favorite 
complexion? And your hair—it’s simply 
lustrous. You should let it grow even 
longer—I don’t know why women with 
hair insist on cutting it. Yours is too beau- 
tiful to cut.” 


“Thanks.” I said. “Thanks for.the com- 


pliment—and thanks for telling me how 
to fix my hair.” 

The little “bite” in my last words were 
completely lost on Dandy Jim. 

“Look,” he said, “are you and Bill go- 
ing steady? Are you two in love?” 

The question surprised me. After all, 
I hadn’t known the man more than 10 min. 
utes! 

“You—” I started to tell him to mind 
his own business, but before I could get 
the sentence going, he put a hand on my 
arm, restraining me lightly. 

“T didn’t mean to make you angry,” he 
said with his best smile. “You see, I had 
a special reason for asking. You're beau- 
tiful and I’d like to know you better. But 
if you and Bill are going steady . . . well, 
I won’t interfere. I just asked because | 
wanted to get the score straight from you.” 


F I HAD BEEN smart, I would have 

caught on right then. Dandy Jim was 
a sharp guy. Before I could get angry 
with him, he had made me forget why [ 
was getting angry in the first place. 

That’s the way it always was to be 
with us. I would be all set to tear into 
him for some fault, insult, or failing and 
he’d anticipate me and beat me to the 
punch, leaving me happy, satisfied, and 
loving him with all my heart. 

“I’m just another girl to Bill,” I told 
Dandy Jim. “You know him. He likes 
to be with girls. Tonight—I’m it.” 

“I’m glad to hear that,” Dandy Jim said. 
“Tt means I’m not breaking into anything. 
I'd like to take you to a show sometime 
or to dinner some night. Where can | 
reach you?” 

I told him—address and phone number. 
As I look back, I guess I was too quick 
giving out my address and phone number. 
Anyway, I did, and that was the beginning 
of our affair. 

I was to learn much about Dandy Jim in 
a short time. While I’m thinking about 
it, I want to say this: he could have been 
a phony, but one thing he never did was 
try to take another man’s wife or cut in 
on his girl. 

Which is ironic. If only I’d said that 
I was Bill Yancey’s girl, I never would 
have had to worry about Dandy Jim Dan- 
iels again. I told the truth and, instead 
of setting me free, as in the Bible, it took 
me into a kind of slavery Ill never forget. 
I’ve still got the scars on my heart. 

Bill returned with a round of drinks for 
the three of us. Dandy Jim took his, 
thanked Bill, and drank a toast to me. The 
first time the conversation lagged, however, 
he excused himself and left us. 

I was glad—because I was dying to find 
out who he really was. 

“Tell me about him,” I said to Bill. 

“Aw, c’mon,” said Bill. “f know you 
know who Dandy Jim Daniels is. Every: 
one else does!” 

“No—really—I don’t.” 

“What'd he say to you? Did he ask you 
for a date?” 
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“Sort of,” I said. “He didn’t pin me 
down—but he did mention that he’d like 
jo take me to a show or to dinner—” 

“Well,” said Bill, “you’re on. When 
Dandy Jim Daniels offers to take a girl out, 
she can bet she’s got it. Everything.” 

“H-mmmm. Is that so?” 

“That’s so, Baby,” Bill said. “Dandy 
Jim is the biggest policy baron on the 
South Side. He can afford the best. Just 
polling in dough—and I hear tell he really 
knows how to spend it .. .” 

So I knew that much about him. He 
had plenty of money and he knew how to 
spend it. He was a big policy baron. 
And he only picked the best. Interesting 
—to say the least. 

Less than a week later, Dandy Jim called 
and invited me to a dinner. [ accepted. 

On the night of the date, he called for 
me in a Cadillac convertible. He came 
into my apartment like a rush of spring 
air, effervescent and full of good cheer. 
“Hi, Baby,” he said, then grabbed and 
kissed me. Next he reached into his left- 
hand coat pocket and brought out a little 
box. He opened it and I saw the most 
exquisite pair of hand-worked, golden ear- 
rings. 

“For you,” he said, holding the little box 
out to me. I took it, examined the ear- 
rings—and I must admit that I was im- 
pressed. They were expensive—yet I was 
cautious. 

“I thought you said dinner . . . 

“That’s right,” Dandy Jim said. “I just 
happened to see these earrings and I 
thought you’d like them—” 

“I agreed to just a date,” I told him. “I 
can’t take the gift. I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be silly,” Dandy Jim said. “I got 
‘em for you. Keep ’em.” 

I closed the little box and gently placed 
it in his coat pocket. 

“You take the gift back or I won’t go out 
with you,” I said. 

Dandy Jim didn’t like that. 

“Look,” he said, “most girls would be 
glad to have those earrings. Only one 
place in town sells °em. They’re the best 
gold, hand-worked.” 

“I'm not ‘most girls.’ And I don’t care 
where they came from. You can’t just 
barge in here on the excuse of a date and 
buy me up like a sack of potatoes—” 
“Oh,” said Dandy Jim, “you’re one of 
those prissy girls, I suppose. I hadn’t fig- 
ured you for that.” 

“No,” I said. “Not prissy. 
ble. That’s all.” 

Suddenly I felt badly. I was sorry I’d 
ever agreed to a date with this man. | 
felt cheap—like a common hussy, for I 
was sure that’s what he thought I was. 
Tears came to my eyes— 

I guess he sensed what I was thinking, 
for his attitude changed. Instead of being 
angry with me, he was charming, under- 
standing. 


” 


Just sensi- 





ask you 


“That's okay,” he said. “I'll take the 
earrings back. I’m sorry—I guess I was 


too bold. Will you forgive me—and go on 
the date?” 

Somewhere inside me a voice said, 
“Don’t go. This is dangerous!” I lis- 
tened to that voice for a second. At first, 
it made sense—I shouldn’t go out with 
Dandy Jim. He was dangerous and I'd 
be saving myself a lot of trouble if I ended 
everything before anything began. But 
Dandy Jim kept on talking, kept on flash- 
ing that big smile, kept on apologizing for 
making a “big mistake.” In the end, his 
charm won me over and before I knew it I 
was sitting beside him in that convertible 
Caddy. 

The dinner was fine. 

And the intimate club on Rush Street, 
which is the near-north-side Bohemian sec- 
tion of Chicago, was divine. I found my- 
self enjoying every moment of my date 
with this man. 

Somewhere during the evening, we got 
to talking about him. Dandy Jim was 
amazed that I knew so little about him. 

“You mean,” he asked, “that you’ve 
never heard of me?” 

“Oh, I’ve heard about you. But I haven’t 
known what to believe.” 

“What, for instance?” 

“That you’re the richest Negro in Chi- 
cago. That you have the biggest policy 
wheel here.” 

He smiled, then said, “Oh, I don’t know 
about that. I am in policy. I’m not ashamed 
of that. I come from a poor Southern 
family. I worked hard when I was young. 
Policy was the only way I found to get 
ahead and into the style of living I wanted. 
I don’t see any harm in it. People want 
to gamble—I help ’em do what they want 
to do. But the law frowns on it—so I’m 
getting out. I’m going legit. You won't 
have to be ashamed of me—” 

“I’m not ashamed of you,” I said. “I just 
didn’t know—” 

“TI know,” he said. “The very same peo- 
ple who come to me for loans when they’re 
broke are the ones who talk about me 
behind my back. They think I’m not good 
enough for them. Okay. So I'll go legit 
—because / want to.” 

He said it with such fervor that I knew 
he was disturbed by what people thought, 
even though he did have lots of money. In 
a way, I was sorry for him. He had made 
it the hard way—the only way he could 
see. What right did the snooty “society” 
people have to look down their noses at 
him? None that I could see. 

Reasoning like that, I found myself 
taking sides with Dandy Jim. And as he 
told me the story of his life, I found myself 
liking him more and more. 

“We never had enough to eat at our 
house,” he said. “My father was a no-good 
bum. He left my mother and us six kids 
with less than five dollars in the house to 
cut out with a fly-chick. I had to quit 
school when I was 12 and go to work to 
help support the family. I made up my 
mind then that if I ever got the chance— 
any chance—I’d make a million dollars. I 


made up my mind that I’d never be hungry 
again. It took a long time—but I made it!” 

After dinner, we had drinks. And with 
him talking about the hard times of his 
youth and me getting mellower by the 
moment, the evening became a pleasant 
interlude. Dandy Jim suddenly loomed 
as an underdog who had won out the hard- 
est way. I saw him as a hero, as a great 
man. I began to admire him. Like him. 
And when he suggested we skip the show 
and go to his place, I was willing. 

His place was a gigantic, red-brick 
house on Woodlawn Avenue. It was lo- 
cated in one of those areas whites had 
vacated. Jim hired a chauffeur-handy man 
and a maid to care for the place. You 
could tell, on entering the place, that it had 
been built by wealthy people, for gracious 
living, and although the high ceilings in 
its rooms suggested architecture of a by- 
gone era, you knew that such a house still 
cost a pretty penny. 

The house suggested an art museum. 
Although it was “lived in,” there was some- 
thing ancient and solid about the place. 
The build of it was massive, as was the 
furniture. That was massive, hand-carved, 
and mostly mahogany. Dandy Jim ex- 
plained that he had bought it all—‘the 
whole kaboodle,” as he called it—from a 
Jewish family that moved to California. 
He pointed to a lamp and said, “That’s at 
least a hundred years old. It was an oil 
lamp. These people had it converted into 
an electric lamp. Nice, don’t you think?” 

“Very nice,” I said. “I like the whole 
house—everything in it. It’s like a dream.” 

And it was. I’d never been in such a 
place before. As we went from room to 
room, I marveled at the expensiveness of 
it all, at the fine furnishings, the lovely 
drapes, the modern appointments of the 
kitchen which stood out in contrast to the 
old-time stylings. 

“I thought you’d like it,’ Dandy Jim 
said, after we had completed our tour and 
were lingering over drinks in the living 
room. “Some day, all of this could be 
yours.” 


DANDY JIM and I became a regular 

item after that. We went to dinner in 
fine restaurants. The best of shows, like 
those at the Chez Paree. On long drives 
in the country. And we'd always end up 
at his house. 

One night, while we were sipping drinks 
at his place, Dandy Jim said to me: 

“T wish I could be happy with all this— 
the house, the Caddy, the money and all. 
But I can’t. I can’t be happy because 
something’s missing. Know what it is?” 

“Haven’t the faintest idea,” I said. 

“Love,” he said. 

“Oh,” I said, rather flippantly, “don’t 
tell me you can’t find love. A man like 
you—why all the girls are looking for guys 
like you.” 

“All the girls, yes. But I don’t want all 
the girls. I want one girl—one woman— 

(Continued on Page 74) 
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can the new Joe Louis marriage last? 








While Joe Louis was getting blood test for New York wedding application, the “wise 

ones” still were predicting that he would never marry Rose Morgan, wealthy business- 

woman (c.). When Joe and Rose married on Christmas Day, the rumor-mongers were 

set back on their heels—and it is said some disappointed charmers sat right down 
and cried. 














By DAN BURLEY 


- DETROIT, a former employee and 

close friend of Joe Louis was making 
“hook” as late as December 24, 1955, 
that the Brown Bomber would not go 
through with his announced wedding to 
Harlem businesswoman Rose Morgan. 
Today that same ex-crony is several 
thousand dollars lighter after paying off 
bets to “win-show-and-place” gamblers 
who gobbled up his 9 to 2 odds on the 
marriage that took place at high noon on 
Christmas Day, 1955. 


For a while, there was a kind of 
stunned silence in night life and sporting 
circles across the country in which Joe 
Louis, as one of America’s most eligible 
playboy bachelors, used to have his fun. 
Then the tide broke and starting with 
the new year, repercussions were being 
heard on all sides as disappointed glam- 
our girls, showgirls, singers, models, 
sportswomen and others who felt they 
had been betrayed by Louis began 
“fighting back.” 






It became evident at once that the 
course of the Louis-Rose Morgan mar- 
riage would not be smooth if these 
“jilted” women had anything to do with 
it and once again, the old saying, “Hell 
hath no fury like that of a woman 
scorned,” took on its original meaning. 
The untold numbers of girls Louis passed 
up to marry Rose Morgan took a second 
breath and some began comparing notes. 
With all of them the marriage can be 
said to have (Continued on Page 67) 


One of Louis’s close friends says, “Rose’ll make Joe a better wife than any of the women 
he knew in his playboy days. I know this because she hasn’t got her mind filled up 
with a lot of frivolity.’ The new Mrs. Louis displayed her “savvy” by going to Chicago 
shortly after the wedding for a meeting with the ex-Mrs. Marva Louis (r., below) now 


Mrs. Albert Spaulding. 
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When he whispers, “How Lovely!” 


YOU'LL THINK, “HOW EASY, HOW FAST?” 


Are you almost lovely? Do you get near 
compliments? Do men say, “‘She would be 
beautiful if her complexion were better.” 
Then, for goodness’ sake, make it better! 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘‘How lucky 


she is to have such lovely, light skin!’’ 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both guaranteed to satis- 
fy you completely or money back. Get 
NADINOLA today! NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


JUST ONE JAR WILL MAKE YOUR COMPLEXION BRIGHTER AND LOVELIER! 


SAVE MONEY NOW: 


HALF-PRICE 


——  NADINOLA 


DELUXE BLEACHING CREAM 


What About 


Tonsillectomy? 


S USIE, AGED 7, had sloshed, splashed 

and slopped her way home from 
school in childish glee. The rain puddles 
that had been left on the sidewalk after 
the early spring downpour were enough 
to delight any childish heart, and Susie 
took full advantage of them. When she 
did arrive home her mother noticed im- 
mediately that her shoes and socks were 


' wet and admonished her to put on dry 


ones right away. However, Mother was 
busy with the evening supper and didn’t 
notice that twenty minutes later Susie 
was just removing the damp shoes and 
socks. 

By bed time Susie was complain- 
ing that her throat itched and felt 
“scratchy,” and her Mother gave her an 
aspirin to “help ward off a cold” and 
Susie went to sleep without any difficul- 
ty. The next morning however her throat 
was red and sore and her tonsils were 
puffed and swollen. Susie’s mother called 
me and I made a mental note as I wrote 
down the address that with the coming 
of spring we’d have our usual rash of 
sore throats, ear aches and head colds 
to contend with. 

When the doctor arrived to take a look 
at Susie, her mother greeted him with, 
“Well, doctor, I guess we’ll have to have 
her tonsils out before summer. It might 


| be good for her, stop all these colds she 


catches so easily.” 

Clearly, Susie’s mother had _ been 
brought up during the period when 
spring was the signal for Grandma to 
pull out the sulphur and molasses to 
“clear the blood” and young ones were 
trotted off during spring vacation to have 
their tonsils out, whether they offended 
or not. 

Now the pattern is changing, no long: 
er is a tonsillectomy an accepted part of 
each child’s growing up period. Nowa- 
days, before prescribing surgery the con- 
scientious physician carefully scans all 
possible alternatives. For while a great 


_ many little people still have their tonsils 
| out and suffer no significant ill effects 
| afterward, the operation is distinctly a 
_ major one that should not be decided on 


the basis of one sore throat, or on the 


| premise that (Continued on Page 82) 
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on dry earth. Universally, spirits rise and everybody 
her was looks forward to the warm sunshine and bright 
d didn’t days that are ahead. Longer days seem to add 
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pes and begin. The urge to be in the great outdoors and 
enjoy the wide open spaces is unanimous. 
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Big sister wears a washable suit of orlon and rayon with permanently pleated skirt. 
Jacket has detachable collar and cuffs. By Bambury, it is $25. Baby sister wears 
a pink wool and nylon suit with pellon slip. Jacket has double-breasted pearl buttons. 


EASTER OUTFITS 





i () R ] lH f J [| N | () R \\ ] Polished cotton Mandarin type dress 
has a yellow blouse, orange cummer- 


bund and printed skirt. 


§ add TOTS in the Easter parade this spring will be more colorful and stylish 

than ever before in sparkling new outfits cleverly designed to please children’s 
fancies and parents’ pocket books. Girls will again enjoy the exciting rustle of 
bouffant skirts fluffed out over organdy or nylon petticoats. Heading the list in 
smart outfits are the two-piece suits in gay new spring colors with tiny jackets, 
fitted or boxy, over matching full skirts. Copying another idea from their elders, 
the next important silhouette for young moderns is the ensemble outfit, complete 
with matching or contrasting duster. Boys are equally impressed with their spring 
finery. Dapper little jackets are minutely tailored to the last detail. Trousers are 
neat, suspenders are colorful and handkerchiefs blend smartly with shirts. Con- 
servative charcoal flannel and light tweeds are favorite suit fabrics. 














Dresses have 


their own petticoats. 


$22. Gary wears a char- 


Price, 
Big and little sister party frocks are a 


real Cinderella creation. 
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coal grey flannel suit with double flap pockets. 


navy blue slacks. 
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This is the year to start improving the 

home by doing a real bang-up job of clean- 

ing and remodeling. Why not consult “Op- 

eration Home Improvement” for ideas and 

make sure you go about the job efficiently 

and effectively, with qualified, approved 

plans and materials. Watch for our com- 

ing articles on home improvements, for 

they are created to meet all needs. A bit of 

paint, paper and a little effort and imag- 

imation can change a dull home into a 

show place. 

Brighten your home with gay draperies and 
slipcovers for spring and summer. It will 
pull you and the furniture out of the dol- 
drums. See the new Greeff fabrics at your 
favorite store. There are so many patterns 
to choose from that it will be easy for 
everybody to find something attractive for 


Starting with the floor, Rubbermaid has a 
new Do-All pail that is made flat so that it 
fits on the steps. It won’t rust or dent, and 
comes in a number of gay colors. There is 
@ wide assortment of wonderful new John- 


any room in the house. If the kitchen, 
bathroom or playroom needs a bright 
touch, see the washable wall coverings by 
Super Sanitas. 


son floor waxes to fit each specific need, 
from kitchen to parlor. O’Cedar has a won- 
derful selection of gaily-colored mops with 
all nylon fibers. Mops are washable and 
they dry quickly. 


Armstrong Linoleum has a wonderful do- 
it-yourself kit to either mend old, or lay 
the new linoleum. The results are most 
gratifying. If there are blemishes or scars 
on the furniture, a new product called 
“Blem” will remove them instantly. It is 
made for both light and dark furniture, 
and white rings and burns disappear like 
magic when it is applied. If the walls need 
re-painting, there are a number of odorless 
paints to do the job. 

















THROUGH THE MIRROR 


HREE OUT OF FOUR women who go to a beauty 

shop will come out dissatisfied because they don’t 
take time to look in the mirror while the operator is 
styling-the hair. If they do look, they seem reluctant 
to voice an opinion as to their likes or dislikes. Beau- 
ticians, like all other professional people who have 
services to sell, would much prefer to have a satisfied 
customer, and satisfaction can only be achieved when 
you are personally pleased with his or her services. 

If the style created is one that is flattering and note- 
worthy, then it is sure to please you and attract the 
attention of others who will want the same service. If 
the operator is courteous and shows a personal interest 
without being too intimate or gossipy, you will relax 
and enjoy your appointment. It is best to see the pro- 
cedure that is going on and offer your suggestions or 
criticisms, but to wait until the job is finished and say 
“I don’t like it” or go out dissatisfied, is doing yourself 
and the operator an injustice. A few words of help 
from you can save a lot of time and energy. 

Don’t expect all of the cooperation to come from the 

operator, for a non-committal customer is just as bad 
as being too effusive. The looking glass test is one that 
is sure fire, and many times if one watches as the 
operator works, new and glamorous effects are easily 
achieved with the minimum amount of effort. A well 
styled head of hair can be like a work of art. It is well 
to remember when looking in the mirror, that beauty 
comes from within and your whole character can be 
reflected in the glass. The operator cannot perform 
miracles, and to achieve an over-all effect of beauty, the 
desire must be prevalent. 
Read all of these facts carefully, and on your next 
trip to the beauty shop, banish worry, relax and smile 
at yourself in the mirror and watch the operator add 
to your daily beauty with a flattering hair style that 
will be a credit to both of you. 












Many women prefer 
Muhammed Saleh, o 


to comb curls to sum 
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New Accents tor Dining 








Round extension table is self-edged, with a 1” 
brass metal apron. Top is Micalite and comes 











in beige, mocha or charcoal walnut. 








New dinnerware pattern called “Surf Bal- 
let” is available in cocoa, white, turquoise, 
pink and charcoal with silver. 





Youthful elegance is expressed in a mod- 
ern rectangular table with extension top 
of heat resistant Micalite. 
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HE DRAMATIC POSSIBILITIES of 

your dining area should never be 
underplayed, whether it’s a five by seven- 
foot breakfast nook, or a spacious full- 
sized room. It can be one of the most 
pleasant and restful spots in your home, 
if decorated with good taste and accented 
with beautiful table appointments. 

One of the most important changes in 
modern dining furniture is its very light- 
ness in color and feeling. It has an airy, 
weightless quality that blends well with 
soft, muted colors. Chairs and tables 
have less bulk, and because of their great 
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flexibility, can be moved from room to 
room for emergency seats. Plastic fab 
rics and wrought iron have definitely 
moved in from back yards and sun 
porches. 

Dinnerware and silverware for thes 
ultra modern settings have also taken 
on new style and design. Delicately com 
toured dinnerware harmonizes gracefully 
with the sleek decor of a modernly fur 
nished dining room. Table tops, soundly 
resistant to heat and scratches, plastic 
fabrics that are easily cleaned, reflect 
the utility of modern furniture. 
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Sculptured simplicity best describes Onei- 

da’s new pattern in Stainless flatware. 

Comes in 6-piece place settings or a 
50-piece service for eight. 


‘ graceful line and extra stability is added 
the Daystrom table by new tension legs 
with brass slings. 


Round dining table has brass finish metal 
edging, and a Micalite stain and heat re- 
sistant top. 


An exciting dinnerware collection called “Im- 
promptu” may be used to bake in, although 
it looks delicate. 


A real space saver is this round extension 
table with brass finish metal edging and 
plastic glides. Comes with two 12” leaves. 











poking Spring | orl 


GPRING LAMB is one of the most de- 
 licious and easiest meats to prepare 
for your family dinner table. It’s a pleas- 
ant change from beef and pork, and dur- 
ing the months of March to October, 
spring lamb is considered a good buy. 
For something really different, try the 
various cuts of lamb, such as shoulder 
chops, riblets, patties and rolled roasts. 
Experiment with side dishes and salads 


that blend well with the mild flavor of 
lamb. 

Bay leaves, pepper-corns, capers, curry 
powder, onions, parsley, Worcestershire 
sauce and mint are excellent seasonings 
to use on young spring lamb cuts. Most 
vegetables are easy accompaniments too, 
such as tomatoes, peas, potatoes and egg 
plant, prepared in any number of ways. 
Since lamb is essentially a “young” 


Barbecued Lamb Riblets: 


Remove the breast bone from 3 lbs. of lamb ribs and 
slice between each rib. Brown in hot fat. Remove rib- 
lets and saute I finely chopped onion. Add 1 tbsp. vin- 
egar, 3 tbsps. sugar, 3 tbsps. lemon juice, Y tbsp. 
prepared mustard, Ys. c. water, 2 tsps. salt, a dash of 
cayenne, and 1-2 tbsps. Worcestershire sauce. Mix well 


and simmer 5 minutes. Pour over riblets and simmer 


in oven or on top of stove for 14% hours. 


meat, it is very tender and mild and m 
quires a slow cooking process to insur 
its delicate flavor. The fell, or thin paper ff 
like covering over the outside should not 
be removed before cooking. It helps the 
meat to retain its shape and also proted 
it from becoming dried out and ha 
during the cooking process. Lamb sho 
be served either hot or cold, but never 
lukewarm. 
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Sliced Leg Of Lamb: 


Select a 44-6 lb. leg of lamb. Do not remove fell. Rub 
with salt and pepper. Place roast fat side up, on a rack 
in uncovered roasting pan. Roast at 325°F. for 35-40 
minutes per pound of meat. Insert tiny slivers of garlic 
into deep gashes before roasting. Remove before serv- 
ing. Serve with browned potatoes and a fruity gelatin 
salad. Sliced Leg Of Lamb is a real economy buy if 


slices are moderate and leftovers are used wisely. 





Roast Leg Of Lamb: 


pRub the leg of lamb with salt and pepper. 
Place on a rack, fat side up, in a shallow 
Toasting pan. If using a meat thermom- 
¢ler, insert it into the thickest muscle of 
the leg. Make sure it does not rest on bone 
or fat. Place lamb in a 325°F. oven and 


Toast until medium or well done. Serve 





with buttered peas and spiced peaches. 
Roast Leg of Lamb is first choice with 
many families for Sunday dinner or any 


festive occasion. 
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Ointment. 


ringworm and tetter. 


buy the large economy sizes. 





LaReine LaMar 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Thousands praise famous Black and White 
You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of eczema, blackheads, simple 
Trial size only 15¢. 
Regular size still only 25¢, and you get 41% 
times as much in the large 75¢ size. Save— 
Cleanse skin 
daily with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 
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DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? ower to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
on which is the result of scientific research. This 
intormation and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing wien. IF = 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IM% 
DIATELY REFUNDED. Just send come name ca 
address, Pay on delivery $2. 00 plus postage or send 
$2.00 cash or money order and I will pay postage. 
FREE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-M 


125 BROAD ST., NEW YORK 4, N. Y. 











This amazing compounded 
preparation is a wonderful aid 
to develop bosom beauty. Why 
be ashamed to wear today’s 
attractive creations when you 
can help your natural body 
development with Donna Lee's 
estrogenic lotion, which con- 
tains the necessary unitage of 
hormones. This beauty aid 
contains plus benefits which 
science believes can benefit 
tired wrinkled skin, through 
absorption. if you crave nat- 
ural beauty, order Donna Lee 
estrogenic lotion. If you are 
not delighted with results, our 
unconditional guarantee will 
bring you a prompt refund. 

Send $3.00 in cash, or money- 

order for the two ounce size or $5.00 for the four ounce size. 


DONNA LEE CO., P.O. Bex 106, Huntington Station, |. N.Y. Dept. TC-4 








z 


- > ‘SUMMER SECRET” 
redericks 


+320 Playsuit and Skirt. One piece suit has 
floral trim to match skirt, patent belt, and 
tiny slit shorts. Orange Ice, Purple, Red 

Sky Blue. Sizes 10 to 18. The set . . $11.98 
+319 Playsuit Same sizes & colors. $5.98 


(Sorry, = not pss separately.) 
rg 2195 - 


iPro derich $8 Smee | 


#320. $11.98. Size 
1 #319. $5.98. Size 


uasté“‘;73PHSCSCé<CS~‘z;S 


Ist color 2nd__ 
Ist color__ 2nd_ 





0 Send C.0.0.(N0C.0.0. | 
: CL) | enclose payment 0 eed Gh dasaahy on i 
Nome es ea. item. 
a a a 
City & Zone ee State. = 
pity & Zone_______Stote____ 






Bie” PLAYSUIT & SKIRT 2 
OF HOLLYWOOD E% He’ll never guess there's a 


playsuit under the full, full flowery skirt. Cotton poplin 
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#319 
Playsuit 
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Got Relief from Itching, Burning Sting of | |< 


TEEN AGE 4 
PIMPLES { 


“The stinging, itching misery of acne 
pimples and blackheads made me terri- 
bly unhappy. I tried to get relief with sev- 
eral lotions and ointments without much 
luck. On the advice of a friend, I bought 
Black and White Ointment. It quickly 
relieved the itching, stinging misery. I 




































Lamb Shoulder Roast: 


Sprinkle roast with salt and pepper ‘ 





place on a rack in an open roasting pu 
preferably one just a little larger than th 
roast. Cook in a moderately low ove 
| (325°F.) allowing 35-40 minutes per |b. 
| meat. It is not necessary to baste the roa 





during cooking. Serve with apricot halw 
filled with currant jelly. A shoulder roa 
is just as flavorsome and tender as a leg ij 


lamb, yet it is a more economical buy. 





Shoulder Lamb Chops with 
Jelly Pears: 


Select four thick shoulder lamb chops 
about 34-inch thick. Season with salt and 
pepper on both sides. Chops may be pa 
broiled or oven-broiled. If thinner chops 
are used, pan-broiling is the better method. 
Place seasoned chops on broiler rack ai 
brown on both sides. Serve with cannel 
pears filled with mint, currant, or grap 
jelly. Shoulder chops may also be braised 
with thyme in a little water. 
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The Other Woman 
(Continued from Page 9) 


working late tonight?” I asked after a long 
‘silence. 

“I’m afraid so,” Fred replied. “Seems the 
hospital is about to get a big donation and 
the Board has to have all the facts and fig- 
ures to justify the grant.” 

I studied his face a moment, then asked 
jmpulsively, “With Miss Walton again?” 

Fred glanced at me quickly, then adopt- 
ed a casual air that was obviously forced. 
“Why, yes. Why?” 

“Oh, nothing—only, you never told me 
‘about her,” I reminded him. 

“There’s nothing to tell! The woman’s 
only been there a week or so and I guess I 
just forgot to tell you. I didn’t think it was 
important.” 

I managed a weak smile. 
it wasn’t.” 

Fred’s farewell peck on the cheek was 
customary when we were “on the outs,” but 
if I expected the incident to run its usual 

course, I was doomed to disappointment. 
In the past, there were a few days of 
strained relations, a reconciliatory move by 
one or the other of us, and then things were 
back to normal. 

But it was different this time. The fol- 
lowing day, Fred came home with a dozen 
roses. I didn’t know what to make of it; 
he hadn’t done that since the first year of 
our marriage. From then on, he was sweet- 
er and more considerate than he’d ever 
been before. Every pay day he’d bring me 
a gift, sometimes just a little trinket. some- 
times a present I been longing for but never 
dared hope to get. 

I couldn’t understand it. When I men- 
tioned this changed attitude to Rosine, my 
closest friend, she tried to blow it up into 
something big and bad. 

“Girl, you’ve got trouble,” she warned. 
“Anytime a man starts being so kind and 
generous, there’s only one reason—he’s 
trying to salve a guilty conscience.” 

“Oh, Rosine, don’t be ridiculous!” I told 
* her. 

“And what gives a man a guilty con- 
science?” she went on as if I’d said noth- 
ing. “Another woman! If I were you...” 

But I didn’t listen to anymore. Perhaps 
I was afraid to. Along with Fred’s loving 
attention, I noticed something else—he 
was spending more and more time “work- 
ing late,” sometimes even leaving after 
dinner to “go to the office to get out a 
special report.” 

Rosine’s pessimistic comment and all 
the other bits of evidence piled up until 
my mind was a jumble of crazy, mixed-up 
thoughts. 

Now, with the anonymous letter tingling 
in my fingers, everything seemed to come 
toa head. All the doubts, all the vague 
suspicions burst out into the open and I 
realized that I could no longer keep my 
eyes closed. My faith in my husband was 


“No, I guess 


Ruth Webb, Famous Beauty 


Consultant, Shows You How to 







MAKE BIG MONEY 


with 
| COSM AON. 








FREE! 
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400 Mulberry Street, Dept. 2p | 


Memphis 2, Tennessee 




























EASY PROVEN PLAN TO EARN 


*50 ~ 250 


In Just Your Spare Time! 


Ruth Webb knows the way to 
Make Big Money with Cosmetics. 
Now, she’ll share her secret with 
you, actually show you step-by- 
step how anyone can make really 
big money in spare or full time as 
the Lucky Heart Representative. 
It’s easy, it’s fun, it’s glamorous, 
as well as highly profitable to sell 
Lucky Heart, the exclusive quality 
line of exciting new cosmetics. 


Let Ruth Webb Help You Get 
Your Start With Lucky Heart 
Start earning now, right away. You 
meed no experience. Age is no 
barrier. Thousands of folks just 
like you make big money in little 
time when they show and demon- 
strate exclusive quality Lucky Heart 
Preparations to their friends, 
neighbors and relatives—people 
woe | know and like. You'll get 
orders on sight, start making big 
money from the very first day. You 
owe it to yourself to investigate 
the fine future that awaits you as 
a Lucky Heart Representative 
today. Mail the coupon below 
today for full money-making facts 
and FREE Display Case Offer! 


FREE OFFER COUPON -MAIL NOW! 


Ruth Webb, Beauty Consultant 

LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2-D 

400 Mulberry, Memphis 2, Tennessee 

YES! Show me how I can make Big Money with 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics. Rush full facts and 
FREE Display Case Offer. 
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ADDRESS. 
CITY. ZONE__STATE__. 




















SUBSCRIBE TO TAN TODAY 








Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
merciai Baking.” 
NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3234, Chicago 14, tl. 


















GREEN, BLUE, ROSE, OR CLEAR WHITE 
Ground 

Genuine ground lenses 

extra charge. Send ne 


RIMLESS SPORT GLASSE $98 
and Pol- 

in rich gold plated 

money. Pay Postman, plus postage on money back guarantee, 


Genuine 
tshed. Guaranteed 
frames. CASE 
ELLIS RAND CO., 2349 Milwaukee Ave., Dept 1593 Chicago 47, lit. 
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Have Life 


Amazing laxative-stomach sweetener now 
in pleasant easy-to-take TABLETS too! 


Half-alive, headachy, when con- 
stipation sours stomach? Get won- 
derful relief, overnight, with Black- 
Draught*. Pleasant laxative-stom- 
ach sweetener works two ways 
when you suffer gassy upset, sour 
stomach from constipation, Re- 
lieves constipation while you sleep! 
Helps sweeten sour stomach, too! 














SWEETEN UP 


: YOUR WHOLE INSIDES! 


Look Sunny Again! 


Noharsh griping. Black-Draught 
is made from Nature’s pure vege- 
table herbs. Taken at bedtime, 
brings comforting relief in morn- 
ing. Helps sweeten sour stomach 
too. Sleep away these constipation 
worries. Next day, feel frisky as a 
kitten! Get Black-Draught today. 
* In Powder or Granuiated form... and 

now in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too! 
FOR CHILDREN P\oainecetrceerl 
gestion and disposition, get Syrup of Black- 
Draught. They love this honey-sweet liquid. 







































































weakening fast, and something had to be 
done. 

The first thought that came to mind was 
to get a good look at “the other woman,” 
for by now. I was convinced that there 
was another woman and that Miss Walton 
was she. So I dressed hurriedly, first hiding 
the accusing letter in the bottom of my 
handkerchief box, then went down to the 
hospital. 

It was a long. low building that sprawled 
over a square block. I went in a side en- 
trance and with a palpitating heart, en- 
tered the business office. I spotted Idella 
Walton right off; nobody had to point her 
out to me. 

My heart sank as I saw that she was a 
young. beautiful woman who moved with 
grace and self-assurance. And a pang of 
envy hit me as I noticed that she was the 
type of female that attracts men, even with- 
out trying. If this were my rival for Fred’s 
affections. then I was up against some 
stiff competition. I noted. 

Everyone at the office was exceptionally 
solicitous of me and I fancied it was out of 
pity for me as the “wronged wife.” Sur- 
prisingly. Fred was charming. Somehow, 
I had expected him to be embarrassed at 
my unexpected appearance, but he greeted 
me warmly and suggested we have lunch 
together. 

Then came the moment I was waiting for, 
yet dreading. He took me over to meet Miss 
Walton. Any thoughts that this was like 
throwing her in my face were outweighed 
by my curiosity. 

I confess I was all set to dislike Miss 
Walton but she just never gave me the 
chance. She was so pleasant and friendly 
that I began to wonder if all my fears had 
been unfounded. Not only that. I couldn’t 
help but notice that everyone in the office 
seemed to like her very much. All in all, 
Miss Walton turned out to be the very 
opposite of my idea of “the other woman.” 

As a matter of fact, after I got home that 
afternoon, I started thinking and reached 
the conclusion that all my ideas about “the 
other woman” were those I’d picked up 
from somebody else—from the not-so-funny 
jokes of my friends, from books and news- 
papers and the movies. But the situation 
I faced wasn’t a joke or a melodramatic 
movie that would have a happy ending be- 
cause the script writer wanted it that way. 

This was for real. And I felt as helpless 
as a kitten. Not only was I confused about 
what to do about my problem, but I didn’t 
fully understand what the problem was. I 
was even more mixed-up when Fred came 
home that night and confessed to me that 
he was having an affair with Miss Walton. 

“It was just one of those things, Adele,” 
Fred told me. “We were working to- 
gether—seeing each other every day. I 
took her to dinner a couple of times and 
then...” 

I bit my lip, trying to keep control of 
myself. When I spoke. my voice was shaky. 
“Do you love her?” I asked. 

He rubbed his hand across his forehead 
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in a hopeless gesture. “I don’t know. That’s 
what makes it so confusing. All I know is 
that when I’m with her it doesn’t seem 
wrong. But later, I feel awful. I can’t go 
on this way!” 

“You can’t go on this way!” I burst out. 
“What about me? If you think I’m going to 
sit idly by and let some other woman walk 
off with my husband. . . !” 

Then the tears came in an uncontrolable 
flood and the next moment I was angrily 
telling him that he and his new love could 
go to the devil for all I cared. 


RED SLEPT on the living room couch 
that night. The next day I resolved to 
find out all I could about a problem that 
seemed to be more and more common. I 
soon lost the feeling that no other woman 
shared my troubles. The well-known Kin- 
sey report, I discovered, reveals that one 
out of every two married men—50 per cent 
—up to the age of 40 admitted extramari- 
tal relations. 

But I also learned that one out of every 
four married women interviewed by Kin- 
sey-—25 per cent—confided that they’d had 
outside love affairs! 

But I wasn’t interested in what women 
were doing; I knew that tor me there could 
never be another man. Men, it seemed, 
have a different attitude about extramarital 
affairs than women do. 

Dr. Kinsey says: “Most of the male’s 
extramarital activity is undoubtedly a 
product of his interest in a variety of ex- 
perience.” 

Yet there were other experts who believe 
that under different culiural conditions, 
women, too, would develop a “roving eye.” 
In a book called Patterns of Sexual Be- 
havior, the authors Clellan S. Ford and 
Frank A. Beach state: 

“Tn societies in wnich a variety of sexual 
liaisons is permitted, women avail them- 
selves of their opportunity as eagerly as 
do men.” 

I couldn’t very well dispute the fact that 
some people—women as well as men—have 
a desire for extramarital affairs, but can 
seeking such relations be justified? I 
wasn’t sure, but further reading gave me a 
new perspective on the whole subject. Dr. 
Edward A. Strecker declares that “psy- 
chiatrists fee] that immaturity and frigidity 
are the basic causes of infidelity.” 

The book, Marital Infidelity, by Dr. 
Frank Caprio, states “Infidelity, like alco- 
holism or drug addiction, is an expression 
of a deep basic disorder of character which 
has its roots in childhood experiences.” 

I looked back over the years of my 
marriage, trying to find the cause of my 
present trouble. I had always assumed that 
Fred and I were well adjusted sexually; I 


couldn’t be called a frigid wife by an 
stretch of the imagination. 

At this point, my thoughts turned mop 
and more frequently to divorce. Although 
I knew that this was no solution to the 
problem. the way Fred and I were living~ 
sort of under a flag of truce—could not 
on forever. 

Then I came across a book by one ay. 
thority in the field of marriage relations jy 
which I read, “Both men and women suffer 
intensely from a feeling of injustice when, 
they themselves having been faithful. their 
partners deceive them. 

“This is understandable, but the conse. 
quences of the breakup of the marriage 
must be considered. If the erring partner 
is prepared, even eager, to return, it js 
usually better to swallow one’s pride. and 
this is particularly true if there are any 
children.” 

The book went on to point out, “By its 
very nature. love is forgiving. We all tend 
to find excuses for the bad conduct of those 
we love. If a love is so strong that even the 
infidelity of one partner cannot destroy it, 
love’s sister—forgiveness—-may enter.” 

Considering our happy life together. our 
child and all the years that lay ahead. I was 
ready and willing to forgive and try to for- 
get. The big question was how Fred felt 
about it. 

It was a hopeful sign to me that he suf. 
fered pangs of guilt because of what he 
had done and I believed him when he swore 
that this was the first time he had “strayed” 
from the straight and narrow path. I be. 
came more and more convinced that per- 
haps it was something in Fred’s back- 
ground that made him behave the way he 
did. 

What he needed, I decided, was help to 
overcome his problem. I had taken him as 
my husband “for better or for worse.” and 
now if ever my loyalty was needed. My 
reading on the subject convinced me that if 
a man makes a habit of running around 
with other women. his wife is a fool to 
go on and on forgiving him. In cases like 
that. the man should seek help from one of 
the many family service bureaus that give 
assistance to couples with marital prob 
lems. often without any charge. 

But when just a human mistake has 
been made, both partners should make 
every effort to keep the marriage together. 
Thinking it over calmly, I realized I had 
more to lose by adopting a holier-than-thow 
attitude and putting Fred out of my life. 

My marriage was worth saving and | 
made up my mind to do everything in my 
power to save it. When you come right 
down to it. this is the decision that will de 
termine what course any wife should take 
when she faces “the other woman menace. 








Men Ruined Me (Continued from Page 29) 


the boys in high school when I was sixteen 
years old. I guess they took up where 
father left off, only in a different sort of 
way. In the classrooms they wrote notes 
telling me I was pretty. They whistled 


when I walked down the halls and carried 
my books after school. After dusk in the 
park on Sundays, or in the movies, they 
tried to paw and kiss me, but they didn! 
have much luck. A time or two, a couple 
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of the special ones kissed me and it was 
pretty nice and I kissed them back. But the 
feeling didn’t last, so I never let them kiss 
me but once or twice and then I started 
treating them like I did all the others. Boys 
were interesting and useful, but I didn’t 
like getting mauled and drooled over. 

Mother was working now and I was 
keeping house. We didn’t fight as often as 
we used to, but then we didn’t have too 
much to say to each other either. Yet, 
father’s death had naturally brought us 
closer together. And our fights had never 
been serious from the beginning. It was 
sort of like a war of nerves or wills. A 
cold war, I guess you would call it now, 
never really heating up. 

When I was chosen high school queen 
my senior year, mother was truly happy. 
although she had her misgivings later on 
when friends, on the basis of the school 
honor, convinced me to enter a local press 
photographers’ beauty contest. But I en- 
tered and won. There I was, “Miss Photo- 
flash” at seventeen. My picture was in 
Negro newspapers across the country and 
magazines picked it up. Reporters sighed 
over my 35-22-35 measurements. and they 
spoke glowingly of my “coffee-and-cream 
complexion and silken, black hair.” Father 
must have smiled in his grave. If the news- 
papers were right, I was as beautiful as he 
always said I’d be. 

But having a good figure and pretty face 
creates problems of its own. Some of the 
photographers thought I should have been 
everlastingly grateful for the honor they 
had paid me and for getting my picture 
spread all over the nation. It was only fair 
that I should show my appreciation, a few 
of them hinted. Of course, that same few 
had been hinting that I should show it even 
before I was chosen, just for insurance, so 
I wasn’t surprised when they made passes 
at me afterward. One guy thought he had 
me all set up when I agreed to meet him 
at his studio-apartment one night to pose 
for cheesecake shots. You should have seen 
the look on his face when I brought my 
mother along. 

Eventually, my minor triumphs led to a 
belief that fame and fortune could best be 
achieved through my looks. I began study- 
ing modeling and dancing after high school 
graduation, and worked part-time in a de- 
partment store. I was waiting for my 
chance to come along. I thought I saw it 
when Tom Dawson’s Harlem Nocturne 
Revue came to town. 


HE OPPORTUNITY was bigger than I 

thought. Tom Dawson had seen my pic- 
tures in the papers when I had won the 
“Miss Photoflash” title, and was looking 
for me even before I got a chance to call 
him. Tom was tall, just a bit thin, with 
broad shoulders, wavy hair and a face of 
handsome sensitivity; a face like many 
others, to be remembered. I wondered if 
he went with all the girls in his show like 
people said he did. 

But if Tom was a wolf, there was nothing 
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in his manner to indicate it. He had sent 
word to me to meet him at the theater 
where the show was playing. 

“You’re just as pretty as those pictures 
made you to be,” he said when we met 
backstage. “You’ve been taking modeling 
and dancing lessons, right? Are you any 
good?” 

“Well, I don’t really know,” I blushed. 

“Honest. too, huh? Suppose we find out. 
How about coming down here for a tryout 
tomorrow morning before the theater 
opens?” 

“All right,” I said uncertainly. “But are 
you sure I Jook all right. I mean, with these 
clothes and all on—” I stammered, think- 
ing of the movies I had seen where the 
girls always had to lift their skirts so a pro- 
ducer could see as much of their legs as 
possible. Tom must have read my mind. 

“Listen, doll,” he said, “a guy doesn’t 
have to undress a girl to find out if she’s 
got a figure, despite what a few guys in 
show business might insist. And besides, 
that dress you’re wearing isn’t hiding 
much. Anyway, we'll see enough tomor- 
row. You'll have to wear leotards or 
shorts.” 

I blushed again, now thoroughly embar- 
rassed. The dress I was wearing was no 
accident. It was the slinkiest, lowest-cut 
thing I owned, and I had worn it deliber- 
ately. I mumbled something to Tom about 
the time I was to show up the next day 
and then got out of there as fast as I could. 
I thought I heard him laugh as I left. 

At my tryout the next day, which con- 
sisted mostly of working into some routines 
with the showgirls who were rehearsing, 
I didn’t knock anybody out, but I managed 
to keep up with some of the girls who had 
been with him all season, and I knew I 
could do even better. 

“Well,” Tom said after it was over, 
“you're not exactly Katherine Dunham 
and I don’t think Janice Collins has to 
worry about competition from you down at 
the Met, but you'll do nicely with us. 
With your looks nobody would especially 
notice if you had two left feet. How old 
are you?” 

“Nearly eighteen.” 

“When you make it, let me know and 
we'll take you on. Here’s a card where 
you can reach me through an agency, no 
matter where I am.” 

“Why do I have to wait until I’m 
eighteen? What’s wrong with me now?” 
I asked impatiently. 

“Honey,” Tom said, stretching out his 
arms to place one hand on each of my 
shoulders, “with your baby face and grown- 
up figure, I wouldn’t be responsible for 
you at seventeen for all the tea in China, 
not unless your mother came along with 
you and I can’t afford to pay her travel 
fare. So run back home, get mama to tell 
you all about the birds and bees, and when 
you're eighteen I'll feel like bringing you 
out on your own without my conscience 
tickling my backbone at night. Now be a 
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good girl and scram out of here, will you? 
We’ve got a show to do.” 

And that was Mr. Tom Dawson: cool, 
efficient, not much of a wolf. but so matter- 
of-fact that I wanted to spit in his eye. 
Only I couldn’t. He was going to get me 
out of that dingy four-room apartment 
where I had spent all of my life. 

Mother, of course, would not hear of it. 
She said show business was worse than 
hell itself, and that no daughter of hers 
was going to parade naked on stage before 
a house full of men. 

“You’ve never listened to me _ before,” 
mother shouted, “but you'll listen to me 
now or else I wash my hands of you once 
and for all.” 

“Tt’s like father always said,” I told her 
coldly, “we’re just a couple of wild cats. 
You love me and I love you, but we’ll never 
get along. We'll always be at each other’s 
throat. I’m sorry, but that’s the way it is.” 

On my eighteenth birthday, I sent Tom 
Dawson a wire. His reply came back air 
mail special delivery. I was to join the 
show in three weeks in Atlantic City. When 
I started out of the house with my bags to 
catch the train, mother spat out the words 
that hurt most of all. 

“When you walk out that door, Candy,” 
she said, with tears in her eyes, “don’t ever 
come back.” 

I had to fight back an urge to cry myself, 
but I couldn’t let her win, even now. 

“Thanks, mother,” I retorted, “I always 
knew that down deep, your love was real.” 

I slammed the door and walked out. The 
sound of mother’s heavy sobbing followed 
me down the hall. 

The life of a chorus girl in Tom Daw- 
son’s Harlem Nocturne Revue was both 
glamorous and disillusioning. The glamour 
came early. What made it was the wonder- 
ful freedom of being away from the con- 
ventions and rules of home. You had a 
boss and you had shows and appointments 
to meet and trains to catch and never 
enough time of your own, but still there 
was wonderful freedom. Freedom, primari- 
ly from parents, which, to a teen-ager, 
seems to be the most precious freedom 
of all. 

There was the applause, too. The kind 
that makes the rafters ring when the 
house is full and, if it’s a night club, the 
men are drunk. And there were pretty but 
impractical costumes. the dinner invita- 
attached and 
(which 


tions—some with strings 
some without—the good 
made you forget the bad ones) and the 
thrill of earning $75 a week—pretty good 
for a green newcomer like me. It’s only 
much later that the disillusionment sets 
in. You notice that the night clubs lose 
their splendor in the cold light of day when 
you can see how beaten out some of them 
really are. You realize that the pretty cos- 
tumes are just too-skimpy outfits for the 
moment: that the dinner invitations with 
strings attached begin to quickly outnum- 
ber those with no strings; that drinking 
whiskey at night after the last show makes 
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you feel like a dog the next morning; g 
that the $75 paycheck doesn’t make 
a wealthy duchess. 

Even the travel itself can get to he 
bore. Living out of a suitcase, often in thi 
rate hotels in some towns, squeezing | 
laundry, hairdressers, cleaners and g 
between shows, staying up all night to| 
with the gang and sleeping all day gets; 
be pretty hectic after a while. 

A couple of things, however. did; 
change. They were both men. One of the] 
was Tom Dawson. The nearest he ew 
came to making a pass at me, despite whd 
I had heard, was when he kissed me on th 
cheek one evening after a particularly gq 
performance. 

“Your dancing is improving, honey,” |. 
said. “You'll be one of the best in the lig ' 
before long.” 

“When do I get out of the line?” I aske 
him, trying to make it sound like a jok 
yet with enough emphasis to let him knoy 
it wasn’t. 

“That depends on you,” Tom said. 

There it is, I thought. Here comes tl 
pitch, the “you-be-good-to-me-and-I'll- 
good-to-you” routine. I was so busy fram. 
ing a scorching reply in my mind that] 
almost missed Tom’s next words. 

“It depends cn how hard you work ani 
learn and train, Candy,” he was saying 
“In this business, about all it takes to g 
in is enough physical equipment to shor 
circuit a man’s nervous system, which isn’ 
too hard for the average girl to do anyway 
But after that, she’s got to go for hersel 
with all the talent and will power she’s got, 
If she’s got anything more inside her tha 
being a chorus girl, itll come out.” 

I was almost dumbfounded. After a lon 
silence. I put my hand on his arm. 

“Thanks, Tom,” I said. “Thanks so ven 
much.” 

But if I was wrong about Tom, I wasn! 
wrong about that other face that neve 
changed; the dark. comical, perennially 
laughing face of Bubbles Johnson, tle 
show’s comedian and road manager. Ht 
gave me the rush act, the “Baby-you-ought 
to-be-in-pictures” business. I was the great 
est thing to hit show business in a decade, 
he said. I was going places, he said. With 
the right connections—including —his— 
could become another Eartha Kitt, he said. 
Bubbles said a lot of things, including 
“Why don’t you come on up to my root 
after the show and rest a while.” 

When he convinced Tom to let him us 
me as a foil in part of his comedy act. giv 
ing me a chance to stand out a little mot 
in the show, he thought he had it made. I 
was a corny old thing where the girl think 
the fellow is an escort arriving from a 
escort bureau and the fellow is really the 
ice man. It turns a few innocent lines into 
a pretty vulgar situation. I went along 
with the act only because it gave me é 
chance to be on stage more. Besides, | 
could handle Bubbles Johnson. 

There was another face, though, the light 
one topped with the curly hair; that 
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was a different story. The face belongs to 
Bobby Haywood. You know, the crooner 
who was the darling of the sloppy shirt- 
and-old blue jeans set a few years back. 
He isn’t too popular now, but at the time 
our show was brought in to back him up in 
Baltimore, he was one of the hottest prop- 
erties in the rhythm and blues field. Well, 
just about every girl in the show flipped 
over Bobby. Even the chorus captain, Shir- 
ley Williams, made a few passes at him. 
But from the way Bobby reacted, I gath- 
ered there must have been times in the 
past when they had been pretty chummy, 
and now he was interested in something 
new. Pretty soon, I got the idea, too, that 
| was it. 

Shirley added to my suspicions one day 
when she remarked: 

“Well, I guess the rest of the girls can 
toss in their towels as far as Mr. Bobby 
Haywood is concerned. It seems he’s taken 
to robbing cradles.” 

“Don’t be silly, Shirley,” I snapped de- 
fensively. “Bobby isn’t interested in me. 
And if he is, I wouldn’t exactly call it rob- 
bing the cradle. I’m eighteen.” 

“Sure,” Shirley replied, giving a 
castic grin, “and old honeyed tonsils is 
thirty-five. Don’t let that baby face fool 
you. He’s the type that never ages, 
physically or mentally.” 

The jealous ring in Shirley’s voice wasn’t 
hard to see through, so I decided the best 
thing to do was ignore her. But is wasn’t 
easy to ignore Bobby Haywood, who was 
always handy with a dinner, drink or movie 
invitation. I was terribly flattered, and 
more than a little eager. After all, he 
quite a guy. 

So we went to dinner and for drinks and 
tomovies. Bobby was witty and reasonably 
well-mannered. But after a week slipped 
by, he began to apply the pressure that I 
knew was coming. It was easy to figure. 
Spending money on a girl for a two-week 
courting spree was too innocent, too mean- 
ingless for a sophisticated guy like Bobby. 
He expected to collect on his investment, 
and his gig was running out. In another 
three days, he’d be back in New York for 
a record-cutting session, and 
would be plunging further South. 

The end came with sudden swiftness and 
brutal fury. It was after an all-night drink- 
ing party on our last night in town that 
Bobby made his biggest effort. He had 
tried to pour everything down me from rum 
to vodka, and out of pure defiance, I drank 
more than I should have. But I guess I was 
determined to show him he couldn’t get me 
drunk enough to take advantage of me. 

That was the funny part about it. I had 
enjoyed Bobby’s company. But I knew all 
the time what it was leading to, and I didn’t 
intend for that to happen. Maybe it was 
because I didn’t really want to. Or maybe 
it was because it was what my mother had 
expected to happen at the first opportunity, 
and I was determined to die first. At any 
rate, the trial by fire included my accepting 
for the first time Bobby’s constant invita- 


sar- 


was 


our show 


tion to go to his room with him for a final 
drink as the party broke. We needed an- 
other drink like the Pacific Ocean needs 
another bucket of water, but off we went. 


W Hat HAPPENED after that is kind 

of hazy in my mind as to exact detail. 
But I remember a drink and a couple of 
cigarettes and a few kisses and then Bobby 
fumbling and trying to maneuver me to the 
bedroom. I guess I was liquored up just 
enough to tell him in no uncertain terms 
that I wasn’t going for that. That’s when 
he began raging. 

“Why, you little gold-digger,” he 
snarled. clenching his teeth, “what do you 
think is so special about you? I can have 
any girl in this troupe for free, what do you 
expect to get?” 

“T got just what I expected,” I snapped 
back. “Thanks for nothing.” 

I started for the door. Bobby reached 
for me and I pulled away. He lunged for- 
ward, grasping only my dress near the 
neckline and ripping it down the front as I 
spun farther from him. Bobby cursed as 
he stumbled over a chair, banging his knee 
and shin. I looked quickly at my torn 
clothing. then lashed out with the flat of 
my palm as hard as I could. The slap 
caught Bobby flush on the cheek. His 
yellowish face turned crimson, contorting 
in anger and disbelief. 

At that point, I guess if Bobby had had 
a gun in his hand, he would have shot me. 
Had he had a knife, he would have cut me. 
But he had only his fist, so he hit me as 
hard as he could. I saw the blow coming 
and turned to run. It caught me on the 
arm near the shoulder, the force of it 
sending me reeling acress the room against 
the door. I grasped the doorknob to stand 
up and it turned in my hand. Realizing I 
was about to get a real beating, I made use 
of that door and stumbled into the hallway. 
Bobby leaped after me, but luckily, as he 
reached the door a crowd of gaily-chatter- 
ing people rounded a corner, heading for 
one of the nearby suites. Bobby was in no 
condition at that point to face his public, 
and he was still sober enough and rational 
enough to realize it. He turned, cursed, 
and stepped back into his suite. I hurried 
past the startled looks of the crowd and 
ran to my room. 

When I awoke early that evening after a 
deep and rather troubled sleep, I made a 
few unpleasant discoveries. For one thing, 
Bobby’s lunge that ripped open my dress 
had also left long, thin fingernail marks on 
my bosom, not easily hidden, considering 
the clothing we wore. Secondly, my arm 
was tremendously sore, and adorned with 
a large blue mark the size of a fist—an- 
other easily visible sign. Lastly, and this 
I learned from Bubbles Johnson later that 
evening, Bobby had caught a plane for 
New York, but not before leaving the im- 
pression around that he had succeeded in 
stripping me of my virtue in his hotel suite 
after the party. I was furious, but I had 
bungled everything myself. Going to Bob- 
by’s room with him from the party had 
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aided and abetted the impression if not the 
actual cause. I was guilty on circumstan- 
tial evidence, and Bubbles was having a 
ball with the circumstances. 

“Well, well,” he chortled, “little Miss 
Prissy got cut down to size, huh? Here tell 
it was real great, too, complete with just 
enough fight to make it interesting. Real 
nice.” 

I felt the urge to slap his face, but my 
arm hurt me too much to raise it. 

After that, my reputation as the lily- 
white lamb of the troupe was_ shot. 
Frankly, the girls were happy, and Bubbles 
Johnson, although burning because I had 
bestowed no intimate favors upon him, nev- 
ertheless continued to find satisfaction in 
taunting me. If Tom Dawson ever knew 
about the supposed incident, however, and 
I’m sure Shirley Williams lost no time in 
telling him, he didn’t act as if he thought 
about it for even a second. 

Frankly, I didn’t care. I knew I was 
innocent, and further, if I had been guilty 
of that one indiscretion, I was still better 
off than a lot of our dancers who were soft 
touches for two or three guys in every 
town. I was better than all of them, and 
they knew it. 

But even then, forces that I didn’t even 
know about were conspiring to change 
things. The road began to get tougher, a 
couple of headliners dropped out of our 
revue; one ill, another for a better job. 
Pretty soon, the road got real rough and 
then, one night in the Deep South, we 
found ourselves stranded. The show had 
played to exceptionally poor houses that 
week, and the theater owner couldn’t pay 
off. We had lost money in a couple of 
other spots, too, and Tom had been unable 
to meet the full payroll. He had split the 
money as best he could, and we had all 
agreed to go along until things got better. 
But they only got worse, and then we were 
stuck. Tom tried everything he could, and 
then he hit us with the facts. 

“Well, this is it, kids,” he said. “The 
absolute end. The theater owner doesn’t 
owe just us. He owes everybody in town. 
We could rob him, sue him, string him up 
by his toes and we still wouldn’t get a cent. 
I’ve tried to raise the money by calling 
back East, but you just can’t borrow the 
kind of dough we need by phone. I can 
still get it, but Pll have to do it in person. 
I'll have to go to New York.” 

Apparently Tom had faced such crises 
before and come out okay, because none of 
the veterans in his troupe questioned his 
leaving us on the promise to bail us out. 
Nobody liked being stranded, but nobody 
doubted that Tom would eventually come 
through. He spread around what money 
there was left except for his expenses East, 
and offered words of encouragement. 
When he got to me, he took me off to one 
side and whispered: 

“I’m squeezing your train fare home out 
of this, too. The other girls will be okay, 
but you—” 

“I'll be okay, too,” I said, taking his 
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hand in a warm grasp. I looked him 
straight in the eyes with the most apprecia- 
tive look I’d ever given anyone. But I didn’t 
intend to go running home broke. Not to 
mother. I would take my chances where 
I was. 

But the chances were slim. The little 
money that Tom left us went fast. Rent 
was due and food got scarce. A couple of 
us tried to get jobs in town, but stranded 
showgirls meant just one thing to most 
prospective employers—easy pickings at 
cut-rate prices. Shirley, of course, had 
figured it out all the time, and was taking 
advantage of the situation. She was still 
the captain, only now she was calling well- 
heeled men in town, making dates for girls. 
Like Tom said, they could take care of 
themselves. 

Shirley was offering to take care of me, 
too, but I wasn’t having any, not yet. 

“A girl’s got to use what talent she’s got 
under the circumstances,” Shirley laughed, 
but I didn’t think it was funny. 

But a week and a half went by and no 
word from Tom. I was broke, hungry and 
desperate. And then the final blow came. 
Bobby Haywood showed up in town. He 
was passing through to an Atlanta date but 
bad weather had forced his plane down for 
the night. Shirley got the news fast. 

“Well, kid,” she said, “I guess you’re off 
the hook, temporarily anyway. Your lover 
man is in town.” 

“Who?” I asked forlornly. 

“Bobby Haywood, who else?” she said. 

I laughed, short and cynical. then burst 
out real hysterical. When I finally stopped 
I told Shirley: 

“In case you haven’t heard what I’ve 
been trying to tell you all these weeks, 
he wouldn’t give me the time of day, not 
after the fight we had.” 

“You mean you really did hold out on 
him?” Shirley asked unbelievingly. 

“You'll find it hard to understand, I 
know, but I really, truly did,” I said. 

“Well,” she gasped, slapping one hand 
to her face, “Now I’ve seen everything but 
an elephant fly. But it doesn’t help you 
any. Nobody believed you anyway. And 
now you really need him. I was just about 
to give him a ring—” 

Shirley looked at me questioningly. I 
thought quickly, my empty stomach churn- 
ing. I had reached the end, and mother 
had said, “When you walk out that door, 
don’t ever come back.” And it was my 
father who had told me: “You'll never have 
to worry about a thing in this whole wide 
world, not as long as there’s a man still 
alive somewhere in it.” I couldn’t expect 
help now from the other girls. They were 
earning theirs the hard way. And for me, 
it might as well be Bobby as anybody. 
After all, he already had credit for me. 

“Where is he staying?” I asked, getting 
up and reaching for my coat. 

Shirley grinned quickly and scribbled 
down the hotel address. Then she picked 
up the phone. I was faintly aware of a 
pleasant, bantering conversation. She had 


Bobby on the phone, and was asking if } 
was lonesome. Apparently he was. She 
winked at me. I walked toward the door, 
As I went out, I heard her say: 

“I’m sending a friend over. Guess who 
it is? Candy Evans. Yes. Just tell he 
what you like and how you like it. She’ 
see that you get it just that way.” 


FE, VERYTHING after that was a night. 

mare: Bobby, brutal, impatient, pay. 
ing me back for the rough time I had given 
him. Four or five others after him in the 
week following. It all meant pain, shock 
embarrassment, humiliation—and food and 
a place to stay for another night. I wa: 
too stunned to realize what was happening 
to me. I had forgotten how it all started, 
what I was heading for, or what it was to 
hope. 

And then the money came. Tom had 
raised it, enough to try to make up for 
everything. We were going back to New 
York in style. He wired the cash to Bub. 
bles Johnson, who got train reservations 
for sleeping accommodations and every. 
thing. Everybody was happy and shouting 
and slapping each other on the back. But 
it was too late for me. I was ready to get 
out, sure. And I got on that train, but it 
was all sort of automatic, all done by my 
involuntary muscles. I must have been in 
some sort of trance, because when Bubbles 
made his last play, I didn’t even care. 

Once on the train for New York | 
learned that I had no berth. Bubbles swore 
he had miscounted or that the reservations 
had gotten fouled up. But he had a com: 
partment. And, of course, he was most 
willing to share that. Hypnotically, out of 
force of a new habit or now too humiliated 
to object, I agreed. Bubbles was the hap- 
piest passenger aboard all the way to New 
York. 

When we arrived in New York, the sight 
of Tom’s happy, grinning face at the sta- 
tion was like some sort of shock therapy. 
The past all sprang up sharp and clear, 
every sordid detail. I couldn’t fathom how 
I could have ever done what I had. Not 
with Bobby or any of the others. And | 
was convinced I must have been doped to 
submit to Bubbles. I was disgraced, if 
only in my own eyes. 

Then there was the final horror. The 
overdose of sleeping pills, the hospital 
room and then finally back to the hotel 
where Tom tried to soothe me with com- 
forting. understanding words. But I lashed 
out again, a hard. ringing slap in the face, 
like I had given Bobby Haywood the first 
time. I had been right then, and it seemed 
right now. Tom wanted what all the others 
wanted. I could tell now by the light in 
his eyes. the soft, caressing, intimate touch. 
He was like all the others; now that he 
knew I had fallen, he was after me, too. 
I lashed out, again and again. 

Things aren’t easy now. I work at home 
here in the laundry beside my mother. We 
live together and we're mother and dauglr 
ter, but we still aren’t friends. Maybe it’s 
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because I won’t talk to her much. She 
seems to have changed, to have softened 
q little. 

But I’ve had it too tough. Ill never 
soften again. I didn’t come home broke. 
Tom. even with his face bandaged from 
the slashes of my nails, paid me off in 
full, with a bonus. And for a while, I got 
a few letters from him, most of them 
accusing me of being too young and stupid 
to tell the difference between a gleam in a 
man’s eye and a real love light. He told me 
that I had been mentally ill after that 
Southern experience, that I needed help 
and all. 

But it’s too late for anybody to help me, 


even Tom. Men ruined me. THE END 





Randy Turpin 
(Continued from Page 19) 


Turpin. Mrs. Valentine, answering her 
husband’s petition, gallantly denied such 
carryings-on. The truth was, she said, she 
had been raped by Turpin while working as 
asecretary at his training camp at Wales. 
(She decided later, however, to withdraw 
this charge, and Valentine won the divorce, 
uncontested. Turpin later had to pay court 
costs of the suit.) 

Thus Turpin stood upon the deck, his 
troubles mounting by the peck. 

Yet, the battle slogan “Never Say Die” 
must have been invented for just such 
stout-hearted men as Turpin. While the 
slings and arrows of outrageous fate landed 
about him, he sailed right into the waiting 
arms of a Welsh farmer’s daughter, Gwy- 
neth Price. Several days after he landed 
in England, the two were wed. 

News of the marriage had a simple ef- 
fect upon Miss Daniels back in the U. S.: 
She would have her lawyer speed up her 
$100,000 suit against Turpin, “so that I 
can tell the true story of my romance with 
Randy.” The true story, as Adele told it 
later in a New York courtroom, had all the 
elements of a best-selling novel bedroom 
scene, 

But before Miss Daniels had a chance to 
relate her story, there was other business 
Turpin had to attend to. The business 
proved unpleasant. It had to do with Tur- 
pin earning a living in his chosen profes- 
sion, the gentlemanly art of fisticuffs. It 
first appeared that he might not do too 
badly, and in April, 1955, Turpin went so 
far as to win the British lightweight cham- 
pionship by a second-round knockout of 
Alex Buxton. The victory was somewhat 
tainted, however, in that after a round and 
a half of mauling and brawling, Turpin’s 
foe suddenly collapsed and was counted 
out from a punch that no ringsider saw. 
But then, boxing is sometimes that kind of 
Sport. 

And within a month, Turpin was to 
lose ws ingloriously as he had won. In a 
fight with Italian part-time movie actor 
Tiberio Mitri in Rome, he was knocked out 
with one punch; finished in a fight that 
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lasted a brief 28 seconds. The following 
October, the bell tolled once more for 
Turpin. Canadian fighter Gordon Wallace 
reduced him to unconsciousness in four 
rounds. After the match, Turpin announced 
his retirement from the ring. 

Randy Turpin, however, had one more 
battle to fight. His opponent: shapely Adele 
Daniels. eloquently represented by her at- 
torney. J. Roland Sala. In November, 1955, 
two years from the time he left the U. S. 
amidst a fusillade of $100,000 assault ac- 
cusations hurled by Miss Daniels. Turpin 
returned to defend himself, and Adele be- 
gan to tell her “true story of my romance 
with Randy.” The Turpin meteor was to 
flame out in spectacular fashion. 


HINT of the colorful show that was to 
*+~* come was dropped by scholarly Sala in 
the opening hours of the New York Su- 
preme Court hearing when, during the 
questioning of prospective jurors, he lapsed 
into such verbiage as “impressionistic 
realism,” “natural concepts” and “sub- 
jective reactions,” hardly the type of lan- 
guage that a gentleman would use in front 
of a professional fist fighter. Sala’s most 
high-powered opening shell, however, was 
a charge that after the alleged 1953 Tur- 
pin-Daniels unpleasantness, Turpin had 
warned Adele “she would be exterminated 
if she talked to the cops.” 

Later, Sala really let fly the salvos. Said 
he: “She (Miss Daniels) was in fear of 
her life. He (Turpin) impressed upon her 
that she was his slave. She became aware 
she was in the presence of a maniacal per- 
son. She realized he had become converted 
from a Dr. Jekyll to a Mr. Hyde—from a 
human being to a jungle monster in human 
form.” All of this had not done his client 
one bit of good, Sala declared. In fact, he 
said, Miss Daniels now suffered a “morbid 
suspicion of men” and a “psycho-neurosis, 
mixed type,” things which no healthy. hap- 
py, red-blooded American girl should 
have. 

To get things rolling in high style, Sala 
called as his first witness the wronged 
heroine herself, Adele Daniels (who, now 
34, remained as ageless as ever, the news- 
papers still printing her age as 24, the 
same as two years before). Adele went to 
the witness chair in the proper emotional 
spirit; she was in tears almost immediately. 
The cause of her outburst, as the jury 
could plainly see, was the exhibition of 
some 50 love letters which Adele identi- 
ied as having been written to her by Tur- 
pin in 1951 and 1952. 

Turpin’s love was a sometime thing, ac- 
cording to Miss Daniels, who was now 
charging that he had punched and raped 
her before and after his 1953 fight with 
Olson. Three days after he arrived in the 
U. S. from Britain for that bout, she said, 
she accompanied him and some fight as- 
sociates on a shopping tour where the fol- 
lowing strange events took place: 

“While the other men were at the front 
of this big store, choosing the clothes they 
were buying, Randy pulled me off into 
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a dark corner at the back of the big room, 
and when I resisted. he punched me on 
both breasts. He gave no reason.” 

While these uncompanionable acts might 
have dampened a lesser friendship, Adele 
and Randy, according to her testimony, 
merely left the store and went to her home, 
where she took a shower. It was then, she 
testified, that Dr. Jekyll-like Turpin again 
revealed himself as a true Mr. Hyde. 

“T was sitting nude on my bed putting on 
my stockings,” she told the jurors, “when 
he walked into the bedroom.” 

What happened next is not a thing a 
decent girl likes to tell in public. But, for 
the sake of the court. and her $100.000 
damages, Adele told it. Recounted she, 
bravely: 

“He put his arms around me. I fought 
him. but he pressed my head against the 
wall. He punched me on the jaw and then he 
threw me on the bed. I kicked and 
screamed but he put a pillow over my face 
and then I felt his body against me. I be- 
came unconscious and when I came to 
again, Randy was weeping and begging my 
forgiveness.” 

Miss Daniels did not reveal whether she 
forgave him, and certainly not why she 
forgave him, but her following testimony 
indicates that she must have done so. It 
was now several days later, the night Tur- 
pin had been treated unkindly by the fists 
of Bobo Olson. The battered Turpin had 
dragged himself to her apartment and now 
rested his tortured frame upon her bed. 

“T took some hot chocolate in to him. and 
he asked me to sit on the bed beside him,” 
Miss Daniels recalled. “He asked me where 
I would sleep and I said on the couch in 
the living room. He insisted that I stay in 
the bed with him and then demanded an 
unnatural sex act.” 

Miss Daniels said she naturally refused 
such a shocking request. but that Turpin 
insisted, saying the practice was “quite 
common at home.” Still she refused. Now, 
apparently feeling refreshed from the Ol- 
son wars after having his hot chocolate, 
Turpin took up with her where he had un- 
successfully left off with Bobo. punching 
and slapping her about. Miss Daniels testi- 
fied. 

And so the testimony went until sud- 
denly. as if the public was being treated 
to a too-intimate glimpse of her too-inti- 
mate diary, Miss Daniels clammed up, an- 
nounced she was settling the $100.000 suit 
out of court for $3.500. Turpin’s attorney, 
Sol Strauss. was quick to point out, how- 
ever, that “the case was settled on the basis 
of nuisance value and was no admission on 
the part of Turpin to any of the allega- 
tions.” Turpin. himself. was quick to point 
something else out. Said he: “I’m glad it’s 
over.” 

It was not over. Quickly Miss Daniels 
reversed her own decision. said she defi- 
nitely would not settle for $3.500. and that 
she had been under emotional strain when 
she agreed to the compromise. 

But by this time. justice. itself, was as 
weary of the proceedings as everybody else, 


and Justice Owen McGivern ruled thy 
Miss Daniels must accept the settlement 
Relieved, the Britisher paid it and saile 
away. 

Thus the Turpin meteor vanished. But; 
meteor it had been, in terms of his career 
his amorous adventures, and in the annak 
of U. S. legal strife, due to the glowing 
prose of attorney J. Roland Sala. Rising 
from the obscure ranks of British boxing 
Turpin came, he saw, he conquered. Anj 
to the victor, went only the spoils. 


THE END 


— 





Impatient 
For Love 


(Continued from Page 31) 


proving. and you'll be getting more and 
more stagnant. It’s hard enough at bes 
when you move in the same circles and 
have the same educational background.” 

I didn’t answer that, so she must have 
thought she was winning her argument, 
Fiercely then she moved in for the “kill.” 

“What will people think of a girl with 
your looks and all the nice boys you know, 
marrying someone you met through a pen 
pal column? Makes it look like you'r 
downright hard up for a man.” 

She spat the words out scornfully, and 
the venom in them pierced my thin skin 
and got into my blood. She didn’t seem to 
care about my feelings, so I’d show her 
how much hers meant to me. 

Furiously I began to pick up my dress 
belts scattered over the bed, and wind them 
over their buckles while I gritted out be- 
tween clenched teeth, “Trouble with you 
parents is that you spend the first 30 years 
making a mess of your own lives and the 
next 30 using the lessons you learned to 
experiment on your children’s lives. Don't 
we deserve the right to make our own mis 
takes? I’m seventeen; you were only six 
teen when you were married.” Viciously | 
slammed the lid on the little steamer trunk 
Fred had given me and stormed out of the 
room leaving Mom quite speechless from 
my outburst. 

Right away I was sorry for the way I'd 
acted, but I guess I was the way most teet 
agers get when all those glands begin 
creting juices that mix us up so that we 
hardly recognize ourselves any more. Fat 
chance I had of marrying here in this little 
hick Texas town where all my teachers and 
friends knew I was just marking time until 
someone should come along to marry me. 
I didn’t have time to wait for my clas* 
mates to grow up. Most of the boys were 
even younger than I. 

Fred had almost completed his three 
year period in the Air Force and wa 
eligible for the GI bill. Right now he had 
gone back to the post to see that all the 
papers were in order, and Mom was trying 
to take advantage of his absence to turn me 
against him. Well, she wouldn't do it, ! 
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thought, kicking a rock out of my way as I 
jntended to do anything that interfered. 

[ strode up the gravel road to the school- 
house, where the cement walks and black- 
topped road began. Turning left at the 
school, I walked up a street lined with 
magnolia and pecan After two 
blocks I turned left again and did three 
I spoke to several 


trees. 


more to the post office. 
persons who were stopping by to pick up 
the evening mail. 

Our box contained the phone bill, Dad’s 
insurance notice and a letter from Fred. 
My eyes skipped from the formal heading 
to the words below: 

Darling Debbie, 

I'll be through here sometime to- 
day and come home tomorrow (Home 

is wherever you are). The next day 

you'll be completely mine. Are you 

ready to shove off? I’ve wired ahead 
for an apartment. 
I love you. Don’t ever change your 
mind about me. 
Fred 

The letter seemed to call forth his image. 
Tall and thin with dark brown eyes and 
hair, he had an intense look that made him 
seem older than his 22 years, except when 
he was enjoying a joke. Then he looked 
like a tousled-haired boy. 

Maybe I wasn’t in love with Fred, but I 
knew he was the best thing that had ever 
happened to me. He loved and needed me, 
and that puts a warm glow into any woman. 
Maybe I looked like a child, but I had all 
the pulsing, throbbing emotions of a wom- 
an—the desire to be kissed, loved, petted 
and protected. 


I was still glowing when I got back 
home. The folks were at dinner—Mother, 


Dad and Bea, and they must have been dis- 
cussing me for everything got painfully 
quiet when I walked in. A glance at Bea 
told me that she was in league with Mom 
and Dad. Maybe it hadn’t happened to 
her yet. Maybe she didn’t know what it 
was to lie awake after everyone else was 
asleep with her whole body a bundle of 
nerves tied up in longing to be loved. 

I handed Mom the telephone bill and 
Dad his insurance notice and sat down 
without a word. I played with the spa- 
chetti, 
fork. Then I stole a glance at Mom to see 
if she was still mad at me. I think I saw 
signs of tears on her face. Dad excused 
himself to go on the screened porch with 
Mom followed and Bea got up 
to start doing the dishes. I started after 
her. but Dad called to me from the porch. 
On the way out I passed Mom hurrying 
inside. 

I could feel resentment climbing up into 
my throat again as Dad started to talk. 
“Your mother seems pretty upset about 
you and Fred. I believe you two love each 
other, but I think you ought to wait 
awhile.” 

“So Fred can find someone new at the 
college he'll be attending? No. thank you. 
When he gets his first glimpse of the gold 


winding it and unwinding it on my 


his paper. 


coast beauties, I intend to be at his side.” 

“Has it ever occurred to you that if you 
feel that shaky about him, that isn’t a very 
healthy sign of a happy future?” 

“Maybe it won’t be a till-death-do-us- 
part marriage,” I said to my shocked par- 
ent. “Listen, Dad, it’s alright for radio 
and guided missiles. but LOVE by remote 
control just won't work.” 

“But Debbie,” he pleaded, “we know so 
little about him. Why won’t you stall a 
little while and give me time to find out 
something about him. He says himself that 
he’s served less than the three-year-period. 
He could be suffering from an incurable 
illness like heart disease, cancer or tuber- 
culosis. I can find out if you give me a 
little time.” 

“Don’t you dare do that,” I hissed in 
Dad’s astonished face. “Tuberculosis is 
not incurable, and besides, Fred wouldn’t 
marry me if he thought he didn’t have the 
right. Ill never forgive you if you go 
meddling into his affairs, prying into his 
past.” I swept from the room, leaving him 
to stare after me in disbelief. 

So that night I suppose my parents de- 
cided that if they didn’t let me marry Fred, 
I'd get trouble, maybe even 
bring them From the next 
morning clear through the wedding cere- 
mony at 10 o’clock that Sunday morning, 
Fred and 


into worse 


to disgrace. 


they appeared in cahoots with 
me. Fred had no parents, so he'd accepted 
mine. He thought their were the 
usual thing for mothers and dads. 

While Mom kissed me and admonished 
me to have nothing to do with my one rela- 
tive in Los Angeles, Dad Fred _ his 
take-care-of-my-little-girl lecture. By one 
o’clock Fred and I were in his second-hand 


tears 


gave 


chevvy, headed west. 

We stopped in Dallas for coffee at a little 
past midnight. liked to see 
the town, but Fred was making a deadline 
and didn’t want to drive too fast. We both 
thought that by driving steadily at an aver- 
age rate we should reach Los Angeles by 
I went to sleep on his shoul- 
Never be- 


I would have 


the weekend. 
der and woke up in Fort Worth. 
fore had I been so aware of the wide ex- 
panse of the great state in which I was 
born. 

In Abilene we stopped at a hotel where 
for the second time I signed as Mrs. Fred 
Martineau. I was thrilled beyond words. 
When I had had my bath, I dabbed co- 
logne. a wedding present from my sister 
Bea, on my wrists, temples and at the base 
Then I got into my shortie 
nylon nightie. I must have fallen asleep 
waiting for Fred, for the next thing I re- 
his lips were on mine in a kiss 


of my throat. 


member. 
that would not have been proper except 
behind closed doors. Slowly, almost wor- 
shipfully, he possessed me. This was what 
my body had longed for until I could no 
longer keep my mind on my studies. Wise 
Fred had not rushed me on my wedding 
night, but had waited until my curiosity 
and desire had mounted to meet his own. 
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My passion spent, I fell asleep in his em- 
brace. 


HE NEXT DAY I began to pester Fred 

to let me drive. I’d often driven the 
family car and I couldn't see what possible 
harm I could do on a two-lane highway. 
As Fred dozed, I began to see tall hills. I 
woke him up. 

“Fred,” [ cried, “you'd better take over. 
We’ve hit the mountains.” 

“Mountains?” he laughed. “These aren’t 
mountains. Tomorrow morning Ill show 
you some real mountains.” 

He took over then while I got out a 
piece of the pineapple-filled cake that Mom 
had baked for us and the last of the fried 
chicken which was getting a little soggy. 
We threw the chicken away and decided 
we'd stop in Midland for milk and cold 
cuts. 

I loved Midland. I pictured myself liv- 
ing there some day when Fred’s schooling 
was over. I told him so and he asked seri- 
ously, “Would you really like to live 
here?” 

“Yes,” I answered. 

“Why?” 

“Well, it looks so prosperous that I’m 
sure everyone has enough here, and then it 
isn’t so large that it scares you the way 
Houston does.” 

He laughed and kissed me and said we’d 
see about it. 

“How did you ever decide to go away 
out to Los Angeles to school?” I asked. 
“Couldn’t you have found the subjects you 
wanted to study any nearer than that?” 

His face grew thoughtful. “I was sta- 
tioned at San Diego for my basic training 
and I found the climate to be good for my 
health. I felt so good I could have fought 
a bull each morning before breakfast. Be- 
sides I had other reasons to want to get 
away from this part of the country.” His 
face closed then, shutting me out of his 
thoughts. 

“Mind telling me what those reasons 
are?” I asked as I thought fleetingly of my 
argument with Dad. 

“You wouldn’t understand if I told you,” 
he replied. I was to hear that statement 
often in the future for it was Fred’s favor- 
ite way of bringing any distasteful dis- 
cussion to an abrupt close. 

All in all though, I was having the time 
of my life for Fred was most times a care- 
and tender lover. At Tuscon we 
stopped long enough to see the movie 
which is the modern version of Cinderella. 
That night we stayed at a motel. For me 
it was another in a series of first expe- 
riences, and I relished it every bit, from a 
dip in the swimming pool, to dinner in our 
air-conditioned love nest before a TV set. 

After we had coffee next morning, we 
took pictures of the motel, with me coming 
out of the bedroom with my bag; so no- 
body could doubt that we were traveling in 
style. Then I drove through Eloy and Gila 
Bend. Fred took over then and brought us 
through the Yuma Desert where grew cacti 
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such as I had never laid eyes on before. 

At Yuma we sent more postcards. Next 
we passed through the inspection unit, 
bought more gas and oil and prepared to 
enter the California desert. Then we 
changed our minds. The moon on the white 
sand made such a romantic picture that we 
backed off the highway and slept there 
clasped in each other’s arms. 

Next morning, Friday, we proceeded in 
a leisurely fashion, enjoying the beauties 
of the Imperial Valley, the San Bernardino 
Mountains with their winding roads. At 
about 10 o’clock we hit the freeways lead- 
ing to Los Angeles. I had never seen such 
traffic. To me it resembled a race track. 
I watched Fred admiringly as he threaded 
his way skillfully through the swift traffic, 
every vestige of playfulness gone from his 
countenance, replaced by that intense look 
with which I was to grow increasingly 
familiar. 

He stopped at a filling station for a map 
of the city. Thus equipped he carried us 
very quickly to our apartment. 

The proprietress, a kindly plump, mid- 
dleaged woman with dyed red hair, show- 
ing gray at the roots, explained that we 
could have half of a two-bedroom apart- 
ment if we would share the kitchenette 
and bathroom with a young bachelor about 
Fred’s own age. I wonder now why Fred 
accepted. Not many men of his age would 
have, with a wife barely seventeen years 
old. She said there was a utility room 
which I’d have almost to myself since Mr. 
King never did his washing or ironing. 

I could hardly wait to show Fred how 
superior my cooking was to my inexperi- 
enced love making. He helped me unpack 
and make up the bed. Next we shopped 
at a super market about three blocks away. 
Then Fred had the oil changed and we re- 
turned exhausted to our rooms. 

Little did we know that our well-laid 
plans that I would get a job, would fade 
into nothing. The next day was Saturday 
—the day that marked the beginning of a 
transit strike that made carless citizens re- 
sort to everything from expensive cabs to 
roller skates. Many bought cars and joined 
the thousands that jammed highways, free- 
ways and parking lots. The latter raised 
their rates to an alarming degree. People 
lost their jobs because they had no way of 
reaching them. As for me, I didn’t even 
get one. The ones I saw in the advertising 
sections of the newspapers were all so far 
away. Fred would have taken the street- 
car had one been running, but we couldn’t 
afford to take chances on his missing school 
since that was the reason for our being in 
Los Angeles. Then, too, I couldn’t have 
driven if he’d let me use the car. Driving 
in a small Texas town and on narrow high- 
ways had in no way prepared me for the 
six-lane traffic of Los Angeles. 

The first time I tried to drive, a man 
making a U-turn ran into the side of the 
car. The police didn’t try to understand. 
It was my two years of driving experience 
in a small town against the offender’s 15 





years of experience. Besides, I found that 
U-turns were quite legal at intersections, 
So they made it both our faults though oy 
car had a deep dent in the side and the 
other man’s 1949 chevvy wasn’t hurt, a 
least by anything I’d done to it. 

The next time I drove, I tried to shift 
lanes the way I’d seen Fred do. I succeed. 
ed only in hitting a car which must haye 
been just out of the line of vision in my 
rear view mirror. Fred helped me pull to 
the curb to inspect the damage done to the 
car driven by a small friendly Italian, who 
only wanted to make sure that I would not 
later claim damages. I was convinced by 
now that I was not destined to drive a car 
in 1. A. 

There was nothing I could do but sit at 
home while Fred registered for his classes, 
He’d come home full of his work in busi- 
ness finance while I wondered what we'd 
do about our own financial problem. It 
helped to call up the things Mom had 
taught me about shopping when she let me 
and Bea do the buying alternately from 
week to week—I stuck to products raised 
or manufactured in California rather than 
the imported ones. Often they were better, 
and always they were cheaper. 

Well, something of a miracle helped us 
and at the same time snarled our affairs, 
Fred burst into the apartment one day— 
I'd forget to hook the screen because there 
was no reason to do so back home. 

“This strike may not be good for some 
people, but it’s just what the doctor or- 
dered for us,” he chuckled. 

I straightened up from the bathtub 
where I was rinsing a sheet. “How do you 
mean?” J asked. 

Beaming happily, he replied, “Well, to- 
day in class someone had the instructor to 
ask if someone living close enough to his 
address would pick him up mornings, for 
a price of course. He explained that the 
inquirer, a Mr. Smith, would take a cab if 
it were not for the fact that cabs, aside 
from charging exorbitant fares, take their 
own sweet time about getting there. Well, 
I told the fellow I’d do it, and then I got 
to thinking. I'd let it be known that I was 
interested in more such arrangements. ] 
posted a notice on the bulletin board in 
the administration building. I got results 
so fast it made my head swim. Now I have 
three and we’re going to be rich come pay- 
day.” 

He grabbed me and danced me round 
and round in the small bathroom until I 
was quite breathless. When he’d stopped 
long enough for me to get wind, I replied, 
“I’m so glad, Fred. It makes me so happy. 
I was beginning to think what a burden ! 
must be to you. I was about to suggest 
that I go on back home to sort of decrease 
your load.” 

“Don’t you think of it. No matter what 
happens. Remember you're the most pre- 
cious burden I’ve got.” 

I nestled against him for a few minutes 
then feeling his heart respond to mine and 
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seeing the tense look about his mouth be- 
gin to soften. 

The next day Fred got the passengers 
that completed his load in the car and 
placed another burden on my mind. Fred 
didn’t tell me that his newest passenger 
was a tall sexy blond. I found that out one 
evening when I'd arranged to go shopping 
with him after school. He'd never got home 
later than three o’clock. 

I was dressed in one of those cool nylons 
we wore so much back home. I had brought 
along four of them so that I could cut down 
on dry cleaning expenses. I'd noticed that 
they weren’t being worn so much in L. A. 
though, because the climate was cool 
enough for suits all year round. When 4 
o'clock came and Fred still wasn’t there, 
I began to worry. I pictured him in a traf- 
fic accident. There was some sort of street 
improvement project going on down on 
Figueroa Street, and I'd noticed the danger 
a car could encounter while shifting out 
of the lane where the work was taking 
place. Occasional shrieking of brakes and 
a screaming siren did nothing to quiet my 
fears. 


T WAS FOUR-THIRTY when his car 

bumped around the corner. Relief 
flowed through me. I froze as I saw her. 
Fred pulled the car to the curb and called 
out, “Hop in.” He didn’t get out and come 
around to my side of the car to make a 
ceremony of it as he usually did. I couldn't 
help thinking that the white girl made the 
difference. 

“I'm Peggy Harris.” she informed me, 
“your husband’s latest acquisition on his 
transit route.” 

As I remembered from the scant bit of 
history I’d absorbed, an acquisition meant 
property gained, and from the way she 
swept up her lashes when she looked from 
me to him, I could tell she wouldn’t mind 
being his property. At least that would 
mean she could have transportation for 
free. 

“How do you do, Miss Harris?” I said 
hoping I hadn’t heard her right, that she’d 
correct me and say “Mrs. Harris,” but she 
didn’t, and I had a hunch that being mar- 
ried wouldn’t make a bit of difference to 
her kind. I got in plucking at my dress 
which seemed to wilt in shame against the 
brown and tan linen she was wearing with 
bright orange costume jewelry. She moved 
over to Fred to make room for me and I 
thought what a disturbing effect her per- 
fume must be having upon him. 

“I sure hated to make Fred late waiting 
for me, but when he mentioned that you 
were going downtown, I just had to come. 
Since this strike has been going on, I just 
don’t get down to Bullock’s any more.” 

“Is that where you bought that dress?” 
I queried. 

“Uh huh.” 

“Well, I've been wanting one of those 
new orange-colored blouses they're wear- 
ing. Maybe I can find it there.” 

; “You should be able to find something 
Mm your price in the basement.” 


I didn’t like the way she accented “your 
price.” I began to wish Fred would let 
her go and get another passenger. I was 
an outsider with my own husband in our 
car with her around. She took what was 
left of our shopping hour and molded it 
to her purpose, and since I didn’t know ex- 
actly where I wante 1 to go, I came up with 
nothing at the end of it. Peggy came out 
with a lovely moss-green coat in which I 
could already imagine her snuggling up 
to Fred. Fear squeezed my heart when I 
watched her self-possessed air which was 
almost arrogance, that look she had that 
made the clerks bring her the best there 
was in the store and wonder if it were good 
enough for her “royal highness.” 

It was a good thing that we had only an 
hour to park, for Fred had had to use one 
of those places that took advantage of the 
transit strike to make his price 25¢ for 
a half hour. We ended up paying 50¢ to 
take Peggy shopping, aside from the gas 
and the time that had been consumed just 
for her. 

To make matters worse. we went all the 
way back and dropped her off at Vermont 
and Jefferson. I’d wanted so much to see 
“Cobweb” at a downtown movie, but I had 
to settle for “Untamed” at a movie on Ver- 
mont. The movie did little to help my 
feelings for I identified myself right away 
with the Spanish girl who could never get 
to first base when the American girl was 
around. I suppose Fred identified himself 
with Paul who sacrificed wife, children, 
everything on the altar of ambition. 

We didn’t say much on the way home. 
When we were going in, I saw a rosy glow 
from a table lamp in the bachelor’s bed- 
room window. I'd never caught more than 
faint glimpses of him, but to me he looked 
like a tan version of Tony Martin. 

Inside our gloomy apartment I prepared 
for bed, and Fred, getting out his books, 
went into the utility room to study so he 
wouldn’t wake me up. I lay awake a long 
time feeling pretty useless and wishing I 
could help him. 

I don’t know what time Fred came to 
bed. The next thing I remember he was 
kissing me awake. It occurred to me then 
that he had not kissed me goodnight and 
that we had not shared our tender passion. 
Had I lost my appeal so soon? I searched 
his face vainly for an answer. 

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to leave 
early, darling,” he grumbled. “City Col- 
lege opened yesterday, and that means 
there'll be so many cars a fellow can hardly 
find a parking space.” He gave a last pat 
to his tie and slipped into his sport coat. 
My! He looked neat and collegiate. I 
envied the gal who'd have the pleasure of 
sitting across the aisle from him, or in 
front of him or even behind him. He went 
on talking. “Yesterday I had to park in a 
2-hour parking zone about four blocks 
away. A cop comes by and marks your 
tires, and if you’re not gone from the spot 
within two hours from his marking time, 
you've got yourself a ticket.” 
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#258 “FRENCH FLARE” 
Long torso lines are SO 
flattering! Boned bra- 
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“How do you know? Did you get one?” 
I somehow hoped he had because I’d been 
given one. 

“No, I didn’t get one,” he said, “but I 
had to quit studying with some fellows 
who had the key to certain procedures I 
didn’t understand. By the time I'd re- 
parked the car and come back, they'd all 
dispersed. Any way it was time for my 
next class. So we all decided it would be 
better to get there, say, 7:15 and get a 
good parking spot.” 

“But Fred, that means you'll have to 
leave here about 6:30 to pick up your 
crowd. What time will you have for break- 
fast?” 

“I won't. T’ll grab something at the 
snack bar in the court at the rear of the 
administration building.” 

Slowly I watched our tender moments 
across the breakfast table fade into the 
days of used-to-be. I clutched desperately 
at the straw I thought might save me. 
“What does Miss Harris—Peggy, think of 
the new arrangement?” I asked. 

“As a matter of fact, it was Peggy who 
suggested it,” he explained. 

I had hoped she would kick. Perhaps 
fall out of the group. I might Lave known 
she’d think of something like this, I 
thought bitterly. Now she would have more 
time to work on Fred. She would have 
breakfast in the court with him, in my 
place. She would be showing him the 
short cuts in subjects she’d already had. 
Finally they might see how well they fitted 
together like the pieces of a puzzle. I 
turned my head to the wall because I was 
suddenly too heartsick to say more. 

I heard Fred fumbling with his books 
and rattling papers. He spoke as he neared 
the door. “Didn’t I hear you say you had a 
relative here?” 

“A cousin,” I answered. “Why?” 

“Well, you’d better get in touch with 
her. I'm going to be awfully busy, and I 
don’t want to leave you so much alone. 
Think she’s in the phone book?” 

“T’ll look,” I answered dully. 

And then he was gone and I had nothing 
worthwhile to do until 2 or 3 o’clock when 
I'd prepare his lunch. I wouldn’t even 
have the company of breakfast dishes to 
wash. If only I'd cared for reading. It 
occurred to me then that my cousin Sandra 
might have a TV set. I hadn't enjoyed 
one since that night in the motel. I de- 
cided to call her, in spite of Mom’s warn- 
ing me not to have anything to do with 
her. Rumors about how she lived halfway 
by her wits and the other half by work had 
drifted back to shock our small-minded 
community. Frankly, I couldn’t see what 
harm she was doing in betting on the races 
or in spending her winnings on fabulous 
clothes and a good time. 

Jumping out of bed, I leafed through 
the phone book until I found her number. 
“Little Debbie,” she purred when I told 
her who I was. “How you all? Don’t you 
all want me to come around there and 
get you all?” she teased. 
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“T thought perhaps if you had a TV set 
I'd invite myself over.” 

“Sure I have a TV set, but why watch 
TV when there are so many other exciting 
things with which to come face to face? 
Where are you staying?” 

I told her. 

“Sure I know where that is. I used to 
live near there. See you in thirty minutes. 
I’ve got a few appointments to cancel.” 

“Oh, don’t cancel anything on my ac- 
count,” I exclaimed. 

“As of now they’re all water under the 
bridge, and blood’s thicker than water,” 
she bantered. 

Sounded crazy to me, but then Sandra 
was like that. 

I realized after I hung up that I was bit 
hungry. It was about the usual time that 
I had breakfast with Fred. I decided I 
would eat a pork chop and an egg while I 
waited. I still had my country girl ap- 
petite. 

I was sprinkling the chop generously 
with garlic salt when my bachelor neighbor 
came in wearing an orange and _ black 
dressing gown done up with Spanish de- 
sign. He was on his way to the bathroom. 
I threw him an embarrassed glance, but he 
studied me coolly and remarked in a casual 
tone, “Why don’t you throw two of those 
into the frying pan? I’m hungry. I'd rather 
pay you than eat at that greasy joint on 
the corner.” 

I felt myself blushing at his boldness, 
but I managed to say, “Oh, no, that’s all 
right about pay. My husband didn’t have 
time to eat breakfast. You can have his.” 

“Who is this foolish guy who hasn’t the 
time to eat breakfast with a dream so beau- 
tiful that he should pinch himself all the 
while he’s eating so’s he can be sure to 
waken in time to get downtown to work?” 
he flung the words back laughingly as he 
crossed the kitchen. 

“Oh, he’s not working. 
school,” I replied. 

“Do you think maybe his professors will 
school him to the danger of leaving a bride 
young and fair with a wolf in his lair? 
Name’s Samuel King. What’s yours?” 

“Deborah Martineau,” I answered as I 
turned the pork chops, and somehow I 
didn’t get the same thrill I was used to get- 
ting from the name. Through the half- 
open door, I could hear him shaving. A 
moment later he appeared looking very 
smooth and exuding something super in 
after-shave lotions. 

“I’m not very conventional, am I?” he 


He’s attending 


grinned drawing out a chair and sitting 
opposite me. 

“Tt’s all right,” I answered with bowed 
head. I dared not say grace out loud for 
fear I would appear unsophisticated, but 
my heart was giving thanks for his rescu- 
ing me from a lonely breakfast on the first 
morning of my abandonment. I had quite 
forgotten that Sandra was on her way over, 
until I heard a knock at the door. I started 
up guiltily. Sam made no move to depart. 
By that time Sandra had tried the door and 






finding it unlocked, was already gliding 
toward our voices. 

“Love birds, billing and cooing ove, 
breakfast. Introduce me to the tall ma 
sitting,” she said. 

“We just met ourselves,” I said. “This i: 
Mr. Samuel King, who lives in the othe, 
bedroom.” 

“And shares her bathroom, kitchen anj 
breakfast,” Sam added, coolly surveying 
her from sandy red hair and fair coloring 
to the tiny feet in elfin shoes turned up x 
the toes. I felt so uncomfortable, so inade 
quate. 

“This is Sandra Fisher, my cousin,” 
told Sam. 

“So named to go with the sandy rej 
hair,” she said flippantly. “Mother didn’ 
want to name me that. Afraid my hai: 
would grow darker, but Pop said i 
wouldn’t ’cause his never did. Pop was like 
me, not afraid of anything that involved 
taking chances. So your name’s Samue 
King?” 

“Most people call me Tricky Sam.” 

“T don’t suppose you got that name sit. 
ting around minding your own business?” 
she asked. 

“What do you think? Will you girls ex. 
cuse me?” He made a low Latin bov, 
“I'm going to sleep off a night in La 
Vegas. I’m tricky Sam at the race track, 
but I always manage to be “tricked” Sam 
at the casinos.” 

“Oh, you play the races?” Sandy ex 
claimed with sparkling eyes. “Take me 
along some time. I need to know you. | 
haven’t been doing so well lately. I'm 
waiting for Del Mar to open.” 

“Meanwhile, why don’t you two go down 
to Tijuana with me?” 

“Three’s a crowd and four is company. 
Debbie could bring her husband.” 

I could see that Sandra was trying to 
maneuver herself into first place with Sam, 
and I didn’t care, even though he didn't 
make me an outsider as Fred did, and yet 
I was as green about the world that he and 
Sandy moved in as I was that of Fred and 
Peggy. 

Sandy and I left, but not before she had 
told Sam where she lived; I could tell that 
he was interested. She said to me by way 
of finding where I stood, “I must say you 
do alright for yourself, too, Debby. Some: 
thing tells me thai you’re going to fit rather 
neatly in the little hole we call L.A.” 


SPENT A FAIRLY PLEASANT day in 
Sandy’s living room with its black walls 
and Chinese-red furnishings. Even the 
lamps aided the Chinese look, being either 
dragons or lanterns. When I asked why the 
walls were black, she replied, “Well, in 
Hollywood they do all sorts of crazy things. 
and since they set the standards of decor 
tion, we take the patterns cut for us. Any: 
way I like extremes, even in men.” 
“Like Sam,” I teased. 
“Like Sam,” she echoed. “Why arent 
you in school with Fred?” 
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“J haven’t finished high school,” I re- 
plied. ; 

She sat up straight. “Well, how on earth 
did Aunt Edith let you get married before 
you'd finished high school?” 

“ “She didn’t exactly let me,” I corrected 
her. 
“Oh, I see,” she said. “Now you listen to 
me. Very few of the small town married 
couples remain together after they hit L.A. 
What are you going to do if he suddenly 
decides that it was all a mistake? We wom- 
en grin and live with our mistakes; men 
don’t. Adult education is one of the best 
things about Los Angeles.” 

We didn’t get a chance to talk more on 
the subject. Sandy’s phone kept up such a 
din, and every time it rang, she'd take it 
into another room, so she wouldn’t disturb 
my TV programs, she said, but it made me 
feel like an outsider again. Finally I got 
her to take me home by pretending that | 
had to get early dinner for Fred. 

The house was quiet when I let myself 
in. Sam was either asleep or out. I began 
to prepare dinner then, very slowly. Hadn’t 
the old adage said that the way to a man’s 
heart was through his stomach? I smoth- 
ered a steak expertly in onions. I creamed 
turnips, sliced sour beets, prepared corn 
muffin batter and chilled fresh straw- 
berries. 

This time he didn’t even come home by 
4:30. I managed to force down a few 
mouthfuls from sheer force of habit. Then 
I went into the bedroom and lay down be- 
tween the cool sheets. I fell asleep think- 
ing about what Sandy had said about how 
marriages didn’t last long around here. A 
light shining in my face awoke me. It was 
Fred saying, “I’m sorry, honey, but I stayed 
for a student-faculty reception. It was my 
chance to meet my superiors, socially. 
Sometimes the kind of break you get can 
depends on that.” 

“T can see that,” I said, resentment smol- 
dering in me, “but surely you must have 
known about the reception before today. 
If you had told me I wouldn’t have gone to 
all that trouble trying to fix something I 
thought you'd like.” 

“You’re right, honey.” He was all con- 
trition. “It was all my fault, but when I 
get my lessons all done, I'll take you down 
on Broadway to a movie. Okay?” He 
kissed me lightly, but I hung on until we 
struck fire. Fred drew away from me then. 
I think things would have righted them- 
selves had he crawled into bed with me in 
that instant. Instead he said, “None of 
that. Mid-term exams are coming up, and 
I have to cram. Start that, and I know 
what'll happen. When it’s all over, I'll be 
flat on my back snoring. Sure I’ll be great 
in your book, but that won’t mean a thing 
in business administration.” 

I gave up then and went into the kitchen 
to put away the food. Then I went to the 
bathroom. I took a shower and painted my 
toenails and fingernails to match the 
Chinese-red duster I would wear to the 
movie. That done, I snipped my hair to 
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add to my Oriental air and put on black 
pendant earrings. A glance into the mir- 
ror over Fred’s desk, told me how pretty I 
looked, but Fred was too engrossed in his 
books to notice. I curled up miserably on 

the side of the bed to wait until he finished. 

It was then that I heard a key turn in 
Sam’s door and a woman’s voice, throaty 
and caressing, answering his. It was the 
first time I'd heard a woman’s voice in his 
room and [ didn’t like it. I told myself 
that it was for Sandy that I resented it. My 
ears followed them out to the kitchen and 
the sucking sound of bottles being opened. 
I didn’t want to listen through the thin 
walls to their carousing. 

“Fred,” I said, “you're not finished yet?” 

“Not quite.” 

“What do you have to do now?” 

“Oh, I’m going to outline a chapter. 
Don’t worry. The movie is open all night. 
Peg said so.” 

So he was not only calling her by her 
first name, but he had shortened it affec- 
tionately. Anger coursed through me, but 
somehow I headed it off. 

I hadn’t been very good in outlining in 
school, but maybe I could help Fred a 
little. He might have to make a change 
here and there, but I was sure I could read 
well enough to at least get the main idea 
from each paragraph. Suddenly I wanted 
to try it. 

“What kind of outline is it?” I ventured. 

“You wouldn’t understand if I told you,” 
he answered. And then as if he were 
ashamed, “I didn’t mean it like that, dear. 
[t’s just that this subject is rather compli- 
cated and I'll have to do it myself. Tell 
you what, we'll go out, and I'll do this when 
I come back.” 

I enjoyed it all—the ride downtown, the 
shops still open, brilliantly lighted neon 
signs, even the movie that cost us $1.25 
each. Excitedly I bought candy and pop 

corn for a party such as we’d have back 
home. There was no reserved place for 
colored people. Here the balcony was a 
place where a person could smoke. 

Fifteen minutes after we sat down, Fred 
was fast asleep. I looked around me at 
the couples who were discussing and en- 
joying the movie, while I sat watching 
Fred’s head tilt backward and dive for- 
ward. He missed the long screen kisses, 
the subtly suggested action which the 
screen didn’t dare show. These all con- 
tributed to the tension and unrest within 
me, 

Back home at last, I thought Fred was 
coming to bed with me, but, no, he hung 
around until I was in bed. Then he kissed 
me quickly, turned out the light and went 
into the kitchen to resume his studying. I 
couldn’t sleep, so I went out to the kitchen 
for a drink of water. In the sink were 
glasses and a bottle that smelled of alcohol. 
Sam and his companion had had a celebra- 
tion. Fred didn’t notice me, so I went on 
back to bed, wondering if the woman in 
Sam’s room was spending the night. 

1 don’t know when Fred came to bed, but 
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he was leaving when I woke up next morn- 

ing. I drifted back off to sleep to be 
awakened the second time by the sun’s en- 
croaching. I pulled down the shade, 
slipped into my scuffs and went into the 
bathroom. I was feeling as washed out as 
a bridge in a flood, so I took a long time to 
brush my teeth and bathe. The cold 
needles of the shower were beginning to 
take effect when I heard Sam’s voice. 

“Say, when are you coming out of there? 
My voice stinks.” 

“It should, after what I found in the 
kitchen sink. You probably need a cold 
shower, too.” 

“It'll save time if you let me come in 
and take it with you,” he parried. 

I felt myself turning hot all over as I 
imagined us playing together in the cold 
shower as my sister Bea and I had done 
when we were kids, only this wouldn’t be 
half so innocent. Spurred by the guilty 
thought, I finished quickly, slid back the 
bolt and escaped to my room. 

I had to wait until he finished so I could 
return to the kitchen. Then we ate break- 
fast together again. Later as he dried the 
dishes for me, he asked, “Who was that 
beating hell out of a typewriter at 3 
o'clock in the morning?” 

“That must have been Fred. He had an 
outline to make for his business class.” 

*“Somebody’d better tell him that it’s not 
good business to leave you alone so much, 
but I suppose he’ll be off Saturday, Sun- 
day and Monday and you two will go to 
the beach for a California tan,” he said 
putting up the last dish. 

“Yes, I suppose so.” 

Only that is not the way it turned out. 
We didn’t go to the beach for the Fourth. 
Instead, I baked spareribs at home and 
made potato salad while Fred went on with 
that monotonous studying. 

Sometimes I’d forget how engrossed he 
was and say something to him. Several 
times he asked me to hush. He was so 
tense and irritable. Finally he banged 
out of the house saying he was going to 
find a place where he could study in peace. 

That was the night I was so nervous [ 
couldn't sleep at all. That was the night 
a wealthy socialite was found murdered. I 
heard every sound and each seemed ampli- 
fied a thousand times. I heard Sam when 
he came in, and I felt better. I wanted to 
go into his room or let him come into mine 
just so I could talk with someone, but I 
thought of how it would look to Fred if he 
happened to come back, but I was so lonely 
and frightened. 

Finally at about 3:30 that morning Fred 
came in. I pretended I was asleep. He 
undressed partly and lay with his back 
turned to me. I pretended to awaken then. 
I pressed my body against his, hoping to 
get response. None came. I stroked his 
face and hair; I kissed his lips. It was then 
that I caught a whiff of liquor—beer or 
whiskey—I couldn’t tell, but I knew it was 
an alcoholic drink. 

With what I thought to be the intuition 





of Eve, I suspected double-dealing. I py, 
tended more fervor than I really felt 
could feel, for I was so angry at his lack ¢ 
consideration for my loneliness. Fred gjjj 
out of bed and made for the bathroom, | 
lay there burning with anger, shame an; 
desire. The one time that I had been th 
aggressor and my advances had been rp. 
pulsed. I imagined him on the other si« 
of the wall getting rid of the evidence of hi: 
love fest with Peggy Harris. For wha 
other reason would he avoid my advances’ 
Well, I would not bother him any more, 

Several times I had noted in the weekl 
paper he brought home from the school, 
that there would be an evening of squar 
dancing before the mid-term exams, | 
loved dancing, but I knew it was off with 
Fred acting the way he was. 

I wasn’t feeling very well next morning 
and the smog as I peeked outside didn} 
help me any. I thought I’d just conten 
myself with some boiled eggs for breakfas,, 

I was choking on their dryness when 
Sam’s bedroom door opened, and he came 
in. “Say, what kind of a breakfast is 
that?” he cried. “You must be trying tv 
reduce.” 

“No, I’m just not hungry,” I said drily, 

“T’m not going to let you pine away like 
that, many times as you've saved my life, 
You’re coming along with me to that greasy 
joint on the corner. You need to sit ona 
high stood and dangle your feet and let me 
call servants to wait on you, like the baby 
you are. Tired out, I suppose, from a week: 
end at the beach?” 

“T didn’t go to the beach. I didn’t go 
anywhere,” I cried, beginning to feel sorry 
for myself. 

“You mean you've been cooped up here 
all this time? Well, I guess a desert island 
is great when you’re with the man you love, 
but how come the long face?” He tilted my 
chin and looked into my eyes. “Make your- 
self up. I'll meet you out front in fifteen 
minutes.” 

Sam was a perfect host, ordering every: 
thing from chilled fruit juice to ham and 
eggs for me. For himself he took waffles. 
bacon, syrup, milk and coffee. 

He entertained me with a report on his 
trip to Oakland. 

“Why don’t you and Sandy go with me 
to Shearwater tomorrow? It'll be much 
nicer than going on holidays when every- 
body else has the same idea.” 

So that’s how in the days that followed 
we came to be a threesome. 

We boated and swam at Shearwater. | 
was thrilled by the flexing of Sam’s muscles 
as his body parted the water. Both he and 
Sandy swam like professionals, but I was 
clumsy and easily tired. Once I swam out 
too far and Sam had to tow me in. I saw 
the jealousy in Sandy’s eyes whenever Sam 
showed me the least bit of tenderness. She 
seemed to be saying, “You already have a 
man, why don’t you give someone else 4 
chance?” I should have cleared out of 
their lives, but I had so little life of my 
own. 
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“You'll be good?” I teased. 

“Cross my heart.” 

It was fun listening to Sam point out the 
sights in Oceanside, San Diego, Capistrana 
and other points. We agreed not to go to 
the bullfight or the dogfight for Sam said it 
might be a bit bloody for my taste. Instead 
we ate enchiladas, tacos, and barbecued 
spareribs and shopped in the little stores 
along the sidewalk in Tijuana. Sam want- 
ed to buy me a sequined skirt, but I re- 
fused. 

We went to Palos Verdes to see the larg- 
est oceanarium in the world. We dined in 
New Chinatown and danced in little dark. 
cool out-of-the-way places where cocktails 
were expensive but made just right, at least 
that’s what Sandy and Sam said. I didn’t 
drink much. We took turns dancing with 
Sam. In his arms my heart lost some of its 
ache of loneliness. It was fun matching 
my steps to his in the suggestive move- 
ments of the rhumba, or watching Sandy 
and hirn do the mombo. 

They were taking me home after one of 
those fun-filled days when Sam suggested 
again that we be his guests at Tijuana next 
day—‘‘I have business in Tijuana tomor- 
row,” he said. “You and Sandy can shop 
in the stores along the sidewalk and see a 
bullfight with me in the afternoon.” 

“Oh,” I whispered breathlessly, “I’ve 
never seen a bullfight except in the movies. 
I'll go if Sandy will.” I think even then I 
was trying to avoid being alone with Sam. 

“It’s a date,” cried Sandy. “What time 
do we leave?” 

“Let’s make it seven o'clock,” replied 
Sam. “Is that all right with you?” he 
asked, turning to me. 

“Yes,” I answered. “Fred will be gone 
by then. 

“Do you think he’ll take his head out of 
his book long enough to know where you 
are?” 


RESENTED the words even though I 

knew they were true. I couldn’t tell 
whether Fred was hiding behind his books 
to avoid the lovemaking which had grown 
distasteful to him. Had he found someone 
whose experienced lovemaking made mine 
seem pale and colorless? I thrust the 
thought away with a brittle laugh and a 
careless wave of my hand. 

Fred sat up half the night studying as 
usual, but I retired early so that I could be 
ready for seven the next morning. 

No sooner had Fred gone when Sam 
knocked gently on the wall. I jumped out 
of bed and ran into the shower. When I 
had adjusted the temperature, I flung back 
my head and Jet the water fall on my jut- 
ting breasts. 

Sam yellel in after me, “Don’t let me 
have to come in there to get you.” 

I yelled back, “Be bold. Be bold, but not 
too bold.” 

Quickly I patted myself dry and slipped 
into a red divided skirt with a white halter 
blouse. I put on a nylon gray jacket, for 
the California morning chill was too much 
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for bare arms to endure. Hastily I dabbed 
on make-up and joined Sam outside. 

We stopped at Sandy’s apartment, but 
she’d left a note on the door. It read: 
“You two go ahead. I have a bit part in 
a TV show, something I’ve always longed 
Can’t miss it even for you and Sam. 


That 


for. 
Don’t do anything I wouldn't do. 
gives plenty of leeway.” 

Sam looked at me pleadingly and said, 
“Tf I take you back home, I'll be late for 
my appointment.” 

The wonderful day ended all too soon, 
for we had to get back to the apartment 
before Fred. We needn’t have worried for 
it was after five in the evening before he 
came. By that time I was curled up in bed 
reading a letter that had arrived in the 
mail from Mother. It was raining cats and 
dogs all over Texas. About 15 persons in 
nearby towns had been electrocuted by 
lightning. Some of them were people we 
knew slightly. She said she and Dad were 
sorry that they had tried to interfere with 
my marriage. She said that our happiness 
proved that they must have been mistaken. 

I was feeling pretty sorry for myself 
when Fred came in, but I tried to brighten 
and make conversation about the letter. 

“Took, Debbie,” he said crossly, “I don’t 
know anything about those people and I 
care even less. I’m trying to concentrate. 
I have another test tomorrow.” 

“You’d swear I was to blame for that,” 
I said. 

He started for the door. I said, “Where 
are you going?” 

“Oat.” 

“Out where?” 

“Just out.” The door banged after him. 

I lay there wondering if he’d gone to 
Peggy. I pictured them absorbed in the 
lessons I was too ignorant to understand. 
Finally I went to sleep in spite of the edgi- 
ness I felt at being in the house alone. I 
must have slept very soundly for when I 
awoke the clock was alarming. A glance 
at Fred’s pillow, while I pushed in the 
alarm button, told me that he had not come 
in. Still wondering how he could have 
been so upset that he hadn’t come home, I 
got up and went to the bathroom. Open- 
ing the door I saw Fred stretched across 
the small room. At first I thought him 
dead. I opened my mouth to scream, but 
at that moment he stirred. Anger replaced 
my fear. I said hotly, “So you’d rather 
sleep on the floor than with me?” 

“Yes. Better a corner in a bathroom 
than a beautyrest mattress with a talkative 
woman.” 

I ignored that and asked, “Did you see a 
movie last night?” 

“What is this? A question-and-answer 
period?” He sat up, rubbing his eyes. 

“You must have been very sleepy,” I 
said, “getting home so early in the morn- 
ing, or have you slept elsewhere already?” 

“You haven’t considered that I might 
have been studying in the rear booth of an 
all-night cafe?” 

“Do you expect me to believe that you’ve 


66 


spent that much time night after night, 
working on lessons? I suppose it’s as you 
say, I wouldn’t understand if you told me. 
I guess I have a weak brain.” 

By that time he’d pulled himself up by 
the door jamb and was dousing his face. 
Groping for the towel, he answered, “I sup- 
pose you have.” 

“Just what kind of a fool do you take 
me to be?” I demanded. 

“T don’t know. What kind are you?” he 
flung that over his shoulder and strode out. 
I burst into a storm of crying, but Fred had 
gone. The banging of the front door told 
me that. 

I didn’t hear the bathroom door open, 
but I felt Sam’s arms go around me and his 
lips kissing my eyes and my mouth. My 
whole body was aflame at his touch. Sud- 
denly I was kissing him back, too weak, too 
starved for love to resist. Passion, like an 
eddying pool, sucked me under, and Sam, 
picking me up as if I were a baby, laid me 
on his bed. For a few passion-filled mo- 
ments I was his. 

Regret followed close on the heels of my 
return to earth, and I began to cry. 

“Look, kid,” Sam said pleadingly, “you 
don’t have to leave the guy. He’ll never 
know. You can have your cake and eat 
it too. He’s sorta grim and serious, so 
keep me around for laughs.” 

When I made no answer he continued, 
“Say, you don’t happen to be one of those 
sin-and-confess females, do you? You 
know something. I believe you are. Well, 
I’ve just discovered that I don’t like this 
neighborhood. Two’s company and three’s 
a crowd, just like Sandy says.” 

My brain became clearer at the men- 
tion of Sandy’s name. Sandy would tell 
me what to do. The phone was ringing. 
That must be Sandy, I thought. Slowly I 
dragged myself to my room, while Sam 
went about the business of packing. 

It wasn’t Sandy. It was Peggy, and she 
was furious because Fred hadn’t come by 
for her. “I was late once or twice and he 
threatened to cancel my passport. Trouble 
is he’s studying too hard. He’s almost off 
his bean. How do you put up with him? 
Or is he different with you?” 

Over the phone I could hear a car horn 
blowing insistently. “Gotta go now. Bye,” 
she yelled. 

For a while I just walked dazedly around 
in the apartment, wondering how so many 
ages could have passed since Fred had left 
for school. Well, I wouldn’t be his stum- 
bling block. I’d go home. But I couldn’t 
go home. Only yesterday I had had a let- 
ter from my folks apologizing for opposing 
my marriage and saying how pleased they 
were that we were so happy. No, I would 
have to go to Sandy. That way I could 
continue to write to my family and they 
would just think that Fred and I had 
moved. 

When I had packed, I left Fred a note 
telling him not to try to find me. That I 
couldn’t bear it any more. Then I called 
a cab and went to Sandy’s. 


When I had finished telling Sandy my 
story—and I held back nothing, she said 
“I'm sorry this had to happen, kid. | 
could have gone for the guy myself. We're 
two of a kind. I think I could have map. 
aged him, though that’s water under the 
bridge. As I said before, blood’s thicker 
than water, so let’s talk about you. Are 
you sure you're not in love with him?” 

“T never want to see him again.” 

“Strictly the biological urge, eh? Don’ 
blame yourself or him too much. Take any 
two norinal, healthy human beings of op: 
posite sexes and put them together with 
nothing for each to do but be curious about 
what makes the other tick, and you've got 
the main ingredients for stirring and cook. 
ing trouble. What’s that they say about 
the idle mind being the workshop of the 
devil?” 

She made up a bed for me and gave me 
hot milk for my nerves. Then she picked 
up the telephone and tipped out. [ lay 
there wondering if I would bear Sam’s 
child. The way things were there could 
be no doubt about the father if I found 
myself pregnant. I should have stayed 
with Fred and let his name cover my 
shame, I thought. I could still go back. 
No, I would not saddle Fred with a re. 
sponsibility that was not his. 

True to her word, Sandy got me a job. 
I worked as a waitress at a grill down. 
town. The work was pleasant, but I kept 
to myself. Lots of fellows offered to drive 
me home nights on account of the strike, 
but I always refused. I’d found out that 
I couldn’t trust men and I couldn’t trust 
myself. Sandy arranged for a cabbie friend 
to pick me up when she couldn't. 

In the days that followed, I wondered 
how Fred had come out in his tests. | 
knew that the final exams weren’t far off. 
I began to think that should I be spared 
the ordeal of pregnancy, I would return 
to school. Sandy had said that Los Ange- 
les was the best place in the world for 
providing a chance for all who wanted an 
education. I was working days, but I could 
switch to nights. It would be hard, but 
that was the price I would have to pay for 
refusing to do it the way my _ parents 
wanted it. 

Three weeks after I left Fred, I found 
out that I wasn’t going to bear Sam’s child. 
I was hysterically happy, so happy that | 
brought home a bottle of good wine 0 
Sandy and I could celebrate. I pushed 
open the door and almost yelled her name, 
but I stopped short at the sound of a 
familiar voice in the living room. I shrank 
back in the dim hallway, thankful that 
the deep carpet had muffled my steps. It 
was Fred, and I didn’t know whether or 
not I ought to bolt. I decided to listen. 

“All my life,” he was saying, “I've 
wanted to rise above my childhood and 
be somebody. I never knew my father, 
but my mother told me he was a flyer. 
Maybe the flyer wasn’t my father. Maybe 
of the many who shared her bed, she 
liked him best. Who knows? Anyway 
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they took me from her when I was six and 
placed me in a foster home. I went from 
one home to another, for one reason or 
mother. I think even then I tried too 
hard. I wanted so desperately to belong 
to someone. Always it seemed that just 
when I had learned to say “mother” to 
the woman of the house, and dad to my 
foster father, something would happen 
that I would have to move. Not many 
men have had as many parents as I have.” 

As I listened, I thought, what if I had 
been pregnant for Sam and my son had 
had to grow up like that? I shuddered. 

“That must have been awfully rough,” 
said Sandy. 

“It was,” he answered, “and to com- 
pensate for my loneliness and insecurity, 
[began to dream of being a hero. Often 
while I slept I dreamed of bailing out of 
a plane that had been crippled behind 
enemy lines and living just long enough 
to deliver important information to my 
countrymen before gasping my last breath 
in their arms.” 

“That dream evidently 
true,” Sandy observed. 

“Perhaps it would have if I hadn’t tried 
s hard. They said I wasn’t good mate- 
rial. I stayed so tense that I almost 
cracked up. They did all they could to 
teach me to relax, and when all their 
eforts -failed, they let me go. Meeting 
Debbie during those trying days was all 
that kept me from going nuts.” 

“A person of your’ temperament 
shouldn’t have tried two major fields at 
one time—marriage and You 
should have let Debbie get her other year 
in high school and grow up a bit more. 
Somebody did some studying before set- 
ting 18 as the age of female maturity.” 


didn’t 


come 


school. 


“But her parents didn’t object. I would 
have listened to them.” 
“Debbie wouldn’t have though. They 


tried to make her reconsider, but she was 
determined to have you.” 

He sighed heavily, “And I repaid her in 
irritability and neglect.” 

“You were so wrapped up in your work 
that she thought there was someone else.” 

“There was never anyone else.” 

“Would you feel different if there has 
been someone else for her?” 

“I swear I won’t. Only tell me where 
she is,” 

“I am sorry. 
without her consent. 
what you said here tonight and see what 
gives,” 

He rose to go. “Thank you. 
£0 now. 
A man can be miserable and continue to 
do a job which requires nothing but auto- 
matic action, but a man can’t do creative 
thinking unless his heart is in it. He just 
can’t do his best when the cause of his 
ambition is gone.” 


I wish I could. but I can’t 
I promise to tell her 


I'd better 
I'm not going to school this fall. 


“ . . 

Trouble with you men is you expect us 
women to guess all this. Well, what are 
your plans?” 


HEY WERE STANDING so near me 

that I could have reached out to touch 
him. My heart was beating so that I felt 
faint. 

“T’ll go to see her mother and dad first. 
I think I owe them an explanation. It was 
all my fault.” 

And then I was shouting, “No, no. You 
mustn’t do that. They think we are very 
happy together. And it wasn’t all your 
fault.” 

I couldn’t say more for Fred had 
scooped me up in his arms and we clung 
together wordlessly. Later we drank the 
wine which I had brought for Sandy and 
me. Sandy had picked it up when Fred 
and I let it fall to the floor. 

As we lay in each other’s arms that 
night, I wanted so much to ask him again 
about his relationship with Peggy, the 
white girl, but his unquestioning accept- 
ance of me, made me ashamed of myself. 
I resolved never to doubt him again. A 
woman’s strength in the face of temptation 
is often as great as she believes her hus- 
band’s strength to be. I know now that 
the chief reason for my fall was the germ 
of doubt that was growing in my mind. 

Fred and I have returned home now 
and he has enrolled at a nearby college. 
I am back in high school. Now when he 
gets engrossed in his lessons, I'll under- 
stand because I’ll be wrapped up in a little 
dream of my own, a dream of graduating 
with my classmates in May so that I can 
join my husband at college. How lucky 


can I get? THE END 





Joe Louis 
(Continued from Page 39) 


been most unpopular. 

It is also unpopular with the small army 
of hangers-on who over the years are cred- 
ited with being responsible for much of 
Louis’ present financial chaos. Louis 
cronies of long standing are being swept 
out of his life by his energetic new missus 
who insists on a “clean house” first before 
settling down to the job of permanently 
domesticating her famous husband. 

Notably absent at the wedding at her 
sumptuous Long Island, New York, home 
were old assuciates of his ring days, inti- 
mate nightlife buddies and business asso- 
ciates who in the past led Louis into many 
unprofitable and unwise business deals for 
which he is presently paying off. Char- 
acteristically, she is taking no chances and 
as a smart, successful businesswoman, she 
is taking the necessary steps to make the 
business of her marriage work out. 

“I know what I have to do,” she says, 
“and I have the courage to do it. I know 
there are a lot of women who hate me to- 
day because they feel I took Joe away from 
them. I don’t care if they do—and I 
know most of them personally. They all 
had their chance. If they didn’t know 
how to win him and marry him, that’s their 
fault, not mine.” 
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She is also aware of the undercover cam- 
paign against her in which her enemies are 
busy digging into her own past trying to 
uncover something that might hurt her. 
All they have been able to come up with 
are the names of some of her former boy 
friends. 

Among them, or better—the names she 
was linked with before her marriage—are 
a number of prominent New Yorkers. The 
wealthy and popular socialite physician, 
Kentucky-born Dr. Jesse Miller, is one. 
Another is the rich Dr. Lucien Brown in 
whose company she was once seen often. 
Jersey City, N. J., City Councilman Louis 
Saunders, a lawyer, was one of her former 
escorts, as was playboy Art Harris, the 
well known New York commercial artist. 

Back in the spring of 1955 when the ro- 
mance between Louis and Rose Morgan 
first caught fire while she was his guest, 
along with a number of newspaper and 
magazine editors at the now defunct 
Moulin Rouge at Las Vegas, there was 
little indication that something was actu- 
ally cooking that would eventually wind 
up in marriage. 

Miss Morgan, at all times a quiet, retir- 
ing person, was in his company—but in 
public—as were the other women in the 
press junket and there were occasions 
when he joined her with the others at din- 
ner or stood by and watched her gamble in 
the casino. Although they had known one 
another for years, even the suggestion that 
this relationship might blossom into mar- 
riage was not even thinkable. 

Louis didn’t even show up at the Las 
Vegas airport to bid her or the other guests 
goodbye the day they planed to their re- 
spective homes. On the eventful, rough 
and perilous voyage back to New York 
through some of the year’s worst storms, 
Rose didn’t confide her secret to a soul, 
although she was friendly with most of 
the 62 passengers aboard the air liner. 

Whatever there was between her and 
Louis, it didn’t begin to come out until 
late autumn when New York Negro gossip 
columnists began noticing the frequency 
with which Louis, who had come to town 
following the collapse of the interracial 
gambling resort in the desert, dated Rose. 

Even these broad hints convinced no one 
that a marriage was brewing. In fact, 
Louis appeared to be going about his usual 
routine of playing all the girls as he has 
been doing for years. 

In Chicago, at his pal, Killer Johnson’s 
Archway Lounge, he was as much a part 
of the decor as any of the other regulars. 

At Luther (Red) Randolph’s Shalimar 
in New York it was the same thing. 

On his tours as a wrestling referee, he 
was the same Joe Louis he’d always been 
as a bachelor. 

The whole romance was so completely 
masked in secrecy that not even fellows 
like Ex-manager Marshall Miles, Truman 
Gibson, Kiah Sayles, Billy Rowe, or Leon- 
ard Reed, for years his closest associates, 
knew what was cooking. When Louis an- 
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nounced in Buffalo that he and Rose were 
going to be married, they were floored like 
everyone else. 

“We knew,” says Rose, “that if a single 
word got out that we were really going 
through with our marriage, we’d both have 
all kinds of headaches and roadblocks 
thrown up in our path. I learned long 
ago that when you tell your business to 
the world you don’t succeed in what you 
set out to do. And Joe agreed, saying that 
he was tired of ‘telegraphing’ his punches.” 

The new Mrs. Louis knows, among other 
things, what is being said about her posi- 
tion as wife of the biggest name in Negro 
sportsdom. 

“T know all about it,” she says, speak- 
ing of Joe’s current income tax troubles 
with the Federal Revenue Bureau. “People 
are whispering around that Joe married 
me for my money and that I’m supposed 
to pay off the $507,000 he owes in delin- 
quent taxes as his price for marrying me. 

“Nothing could be sillier and downright 
dumb to even think,” she snorts. “I’ve my 
own financial troubles without taking on 
Joe’s. What they don’t seem to realize is 
that Joe is very much a man. I had noth- 
ing to do with him spending his money 
the way he did before we got married. 
Those whom he squandered it on know 
how much they influenced him in that way. 
My interest and responsibility for my hus- 
band began when I told the preacher on 
Christmas Day, ‘I do’ when he asked me if 
I took him as my lawful wedded husband. 

“But you can bet.” she continues, “that 
from now on, Joe will have a different out- 
look on business matters, not that I’m go- 
ing to run his affairs for him. Instead, 
we're going to try to operate as a partner- 
ship that will be of mutual benefit. Of 
course, I’m going to do everything I can 
to help Joe get his affairs straightened out. 
There is a correct way to do anything and 
I don’t believe Joe should be in debt for 
the rest of his life paying off on past mis- 
takes. He’s too great and fine a man to 
be made an example of.” 

There is no indication Mrs. Louis plans 
to capitalize on her husband’s name in her 
business, although she has not denied re- 
ports that she will soon market an exotic 
“My Man” cologne named for him. Right 
now she is busy expanding her newest en- 
terprise, a two-story building in New 
York’s Washington Heights at 509 West 
145th Street. The building, a former 
laundry, cost her a cool $75,000 to remodel 
from the four walls. In it is what may 
be the nation’s most elaborate beauty 
treatment center. 

Recently, she went into partnership with 
millionaire cosmetics manufacturer S. B. 
Fuller for the purpose of gaining nation- 
wide distribution of her own products. 
Headquarters for this are in the old Joe 
Louis Restaurant at 15 West 125th Street 
which has been converted into an office 
building. Mrs. Louis owns other busy 
beauty salons in New York City as well as 
in Jamaica, L. I. 








Rose Morgan, a Chicagoan, is anothe 
example of perseverance bringing sy. 
cess. She went to New York an unknowy, 
worked as a beautician and then forme 
a partnership with Meta Cardozo, an ¢. 
showgirl beauty with an _artistocratiy 
Washington, D. C., background. The ne, 
Rose-Meta partnership caught on in Ha. 
lem and within a few years, the girls took 
over 2 Sugar Hill three-story home which 
they converted into a beauty center. 
As business boomed during the wa 
years the Rose-Meta setup  expande( 
steadily until the name, Rose-Meta, wa 
nationally known. But Meta Cardoy 
dropped out and Rose took on a new par. 
ner, Olivia Stanford. The money continuej 
to pour in and Rose studied cosmetolog 
and to the secrets of her beauty cultur 
formula, added the manufacture of per. 
fumes, tonics, powders, and other lotions 
Thus, it can be seen, that Louis really 
landed a prize, for none of his former gir! 
friends were known to have anything. |p 
stead. most of them looked forward to be 
ing Mrs. Joe Louis in order to share bis 
prestige and whatever funds he had left. | 
That she has upset the dope in disap 
pointing those who swore up and dow 
that he would never marry a dark-skinned 
woman, is another fact of which Rose Mor 
gan Barrow is perfectly aware. Most of 
the girls of the past whom Louis wa 
“scheduled” to marry were extremely fair 
Among them was Elsie Roxborough, 
niece of his former manager, John Rox 
borough. Then there was _beauteou 
Marian Egbert, Smalls Paradise chorus 
girl. who was often mistaken for Marlene 
Dietrich of the movies. There was Acque- 
netta of the movies; actress Lena Horne, 
redhaired Ruby Dallas, Harlem model; 
Evelyn Penny of Washington, D. C.. Cef | 
celia Chancellor, the Columbus, Ohio, 
school teacher; dancer Rose Hardaway, 
r 



























































and numerous others, some of whose name 
for “security” reasons cannot be revealed. 

It had been thought in Joe’s immediat h 
circle of friends that the Champ by prefer 
ence was more at home with women thi > * 
were “light, right and darned near white” : 
This theory prevailed, it has been ob , 
served, because the gentlemen in charg 
of the Louis girl friend department pr . 
ferred women of that coloration them 
selves. sl 

Of course, a few “darker ones” got ur 
der their guards and prospered as thf y 
basked in the favor of the ex-champio. 
Notable among them was Dolores Parke. By 
the Chicago-bred singer, who advanced *f th 
far that Louis assumed personal manage far 
ment of her singing career, gave her li 
apartment in New York and is said to hat 
provided her with a brand new Cadillac. 

This business of caste among Negro 
being what it is, it could be expected thi! he 
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sident of the Joe Louis Milk Company 
in Chicago, and a close personal friend 
and business associate of the Brown 
Bomber. “Dark people know what they 
have to do. Most of them, however, don’t 
sit around crying, they get out and try to 
get ahead. I’m one of them, myself. 
Rose’ll make Joe a better wife than any of 
the women he knew in his playboy days. 
| know this because she hasn’t got her 
mind filled up with a lot of frivolity and 
playing around. She knows when to play 
and when to work. She knows also that 
Joe respects and loves her because of her 
color, not in spite of it for I don’t think 
Joe has ever thought that much about the 
color of the people he meets—men and 
women. He looks behind the color when 
the chips are down and tries to see whether 
there’s a good heart there.” 

A vivid illustration of the way Rose Bar- 
row plans to keep her marriage permanent 
as the permanent waves she gives custom- 
ers in her beauty shops is perhaps best 
shown in the continued absence from the 
scene of such former Louis associates as 
his former manager, Marshall Miles of 





Buffalo; Harold (Killer) 
Chicago, and several others. 
at the wedding. 

A lot of significance was attached also 
to a brief hot word or two Rose had in 
New York with Billy Rowe, for years Joe’s 
press agent, after he had _ reportedly 
“broken” the news of the wedding. She 
told him in effect that he was not her 
“press agent,” even though he performed 
that function for her husband to be. She 
also not kindly inclined to Kiah Sayles 
after learning that that effervescent young 
man had “smuggled” into her wedding 
pretty showgirl Barbara Parker. It was 
reported that the uninvited Miss Parker, 
after being discovered, was promptly or- 
dered “smuggled out.” 

As Jess Thornton says, “All Joe Louis 
ever needed was a positive force in his life. 
As long as girls hero-worshipped him or 
were afraid to take him in charge, he broke 
their hearts. The first time a take charge 
woman appeared in his life, he dropped 


Johnson of 
Neither was 


his guard and let her take him over. And 
Rose Morgan will keep him, too.” 
THE END 





ing through my shoes. I walked for miles, 
not knowing where I was going, not caring, 
wishing I was dead. I looked up and 
found myself in front of a church. I went 
in and sat down and looked at the candles 
and put my problems behind me. I thought 
about nothing. Just sat there, looking. 


FTER A LONG WHILE, I went out and 

caught a bus home. I rushed into the 
apartment, wet and wrinkled, and ran into 
Bobby’s room and pulled him to me. He 
woke up and clung to me and I squeezed 
him so tightly that he cried. We cried 
together and then I swayed him in my 
arms and he went back to sleep. He was 
going on three and the spitting image of 
his father. I looked at him and then went 
back into the living room. 

Bill pounced on me. “What do you in- 
tend to do?” 

“I don’t know... I 
shouted. “Let me alone.” 

“O. K.” He shrugged. “If that’s the way 
you feel, you. . .” 

He didn’t finish the sentence. Picking 
up the papers and his pipe, he went into 
the bedroom. I heard him changing clothes 
and an awful thought made me blush. He 
can’t sleep in there, I thought. He’s not 
me ® © « 

The door pushed into my thoughts. It 
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was Bill with his bathrobe. “I'll sleep in 
here with the kid,” he said and slammed 
the door in my face. 

( I lit a cigarette, drew on it and stubbed 
tout angrily. I walked into the bedroom, 
turned out the light and fell across the 
ed in my wet clothes. 

The next days were foggy and dream- 
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like. 
judges. 


I saw lawyers, Army officers and 

They all said the same thing. I 
was still legally married to Robert; but, 
under the circumstances, it would be “un- 
derstandable” if I decided to divorce him 
and carry on with my second marriage. 
They agreed to play it down, keep it out 
of the papers so Robert and I could sit 
down and talk it over. 

There was no one to turn to. Every- 
thing came back to me. The same words, 
over and over, “/t’s up to you.” 

And then, top of all of this, Bill 
started to brooding. He sat quietly, hour 
after hour, whiskey, saying noth- 
ing. I reminded him that he had promised 
to stop drinking. He got up in a huff and 
moved to a hotel, telling me, “I'll go along 
with anything you decide.” 

And so I was alone. 

I still didn’t know what I was going to 
do. Monday came and Tuesday and 
Wednesday. Robert was due home Friday. 
By Thursday. the tension was so agonizing 
that I was a bundle of nerves. I couldn’t 
sleep. I lived on coffee and cigarettes. I 
was rude and cross, screaming at Bobby, 
insulting mama, ordering lawyers out of 
the house. 

And then it Friday. The hours 
seemed to crawl by. I couldn’t bear it 
alone, so I asked Bill to come by and wait 
for me. I sent Bobby over to mother’s and 
Bill and I sat down and clock-watched. At 
first, we tried talking; about the weather, 
about TV, about the headlines. We tried, 
but it didn’t work; and finally we just sat 
and avoided each other’s eyes. 

A cab braked to a halt in front of the 
house and I jumped up and stood, listen- 
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a nice little white wife, but I’m an idealist 
and have always thought that white and 
colored people should marry one another 
—that we could be one people, in one 
world and not different races who hate and 
kill one another. I want no more to be 
like my countrymen, with a white wife, so 
I hope that you are also an idealist and 
will help me. 

My wife has disappointed me very much, 
but she is only one out of many millions 
of people, so I hope you will ask for me 
in TAN, and tell your readers how it is 

. I want so very much for a nice little 
girl to write me. I only ask for a good 
and faithful heart, and one that could be 
happy married to a white man—not only 
in the good days, but also in the bad times. 
One who is willing to be married to one 
man for a lifetime, not just for a few 
years! 

I also send you my marriage photo and 
marriage paper that you can see I am to 
trust, but send it back please. I was good 
and faithful to one of your race, cannot 
now one of your people be good and faith- 
ful to me? I need it so much just now. 
I love the colored people. 

I don’t know how it is in the United 
States of America, but if a Negro wants a 
white girl, it doesn’t make me cross or 
angry, because I want a Negro girl—a 
little nice, sweet and faithful one. 

I am sure that there is one young reader 
who will write me, one who could like a 
white husband. I will be so good to her 
if she is faithful to me. 

Very truly yours, 

s/ Hans Norbrink 
Godsbanevej 3. Ovg. Glostrup 
Denmark - Europe 
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ing, with one ear cocked. There were 
loud voices and then foot steps, taking 
the stairs, three at a time, and then there 
was a knock at the door. I said nothing. 
Bill slouched farther back in the chair. I 
stood there in the silence that screamed 
with electric tension. The knock came 
again, this time, demanding. 

“Who—who is it?” I asked in a faint 
voice. 

“Me, baby! Open up.” 

I walked to the door and jerked at the 
latch. But my hands shook so that I 
couldn’t work it. I stopped, composed my- 
self and tried again. It worked. The door 
sprung open and a handsome stranger who 
looked vaguely familiar shouted, grabbed 
me in his arms and did a little dance. He 
smothered me with kisses and when I 
didn’t respond, he asked anxiously, 
“What’s the matter, Peaches? Gone cold 
on me?” 

He kissed me again and for a moment 
the old fire crackled, building from my 
toes, running through my veins; and I 
gave in, feeling the hard buttons on his 
uniform straining against my body. I 
struggled and pushed him away. 

He laughed and backed off, looking me 
up and down. “That’s better,” he said. 
“Just like old .. .” 

I followed his eyes. 
about Bill. 

“What’s this?” Robert demanded. “Not 
you? Pulling the old... .” 

“Wait a minute, Robert,” I said hastily. 


I had forgotten 


“Don’t jump to conclusions. Let’s sit 
down and talk this thing over.” 

“Talk what over?” he asked. “What’s 
this guy doing in my house?” 

“Robert,” I shouted. “Please! Don’t 
make it hard. I—well...” The sen- 


tence trailed off. I started again. “We 


I walked away, lit a cigarette and turned 
my back. I had rehearsed the speech for 
days, but my first sentence was the worst 
possible one. “I’m married to Bill,” I 
said. 

“You’re what?” Robert asked. He shook 
his head and covered his eyes with his 
hands. 

I went on, talking fast, pouring words 
on top of words, realizing finally that I was 
making a botch of the whole thing. 

Bill came to my rescue and completed 
the mess. He told Robert that he could 
stay in a hotel while I was making up my 
mind; that he loved me and I loved him; 
that if I chose him he would make the boy 
a good father. 

Robert exploded. “Make up her mind. 
Ha. That’s a scream. Make up her mind. 
You—my boy. You’re crazy, fellow. I 
thought about this woman every minute 
every day for two years and what do I get. 
‘Make up your mind. Go to a hotel.’ No. 
I don’t want her. You two love birds go 
right ahead. I'll take the boy and leave. 
Where is he?” 

“Where is he?” I echoed. “You have 
no right to... .” I stopped and tried 
70 


to fight down my anger, tried to collect 


myself. “He’s at mother’s and a good 
thing, too. You could at least act like a 
gentleman.” 


Robert laughed and I lost control of my- 
self. 

“Look at Bill,” I said foolishly, “he’s not 
acting up.” 

Bill tried to hide a smile of pleasure and 
I could see the anger building in Robert. 
“Yes,” he said finally. ‘“He’s a smooth 
one all right. Sea-wave hair-do and mani- 
cured hands. So that’s what you want. A 
real Romeo.” He laughed a short bitter 
laugh. 

I watched them, shooting dagger-eyes at 
each other, and mentally compared them, 
remembering their individual kisses, their 
smiles and their caresses. Remembering 
intimate moments, I blushed. I’ve got 
no right judge them, I thought. 

From deep in my thoughts, I heard Rob- 
ert say, “And where was Clark Gable 
when the shooting was going on?” 

“If you’re going to be nasty,” Bill said, 
“T’ll leave.” 

“T will, too.” Robert answered. 

They started for the door. I leaped for- 
ward and the words poured from my mouth 
without my saying them. “Bill, wait! 
Don’t go.” 

Both men turned and looked at me. I 
dropped my head, feeling a big sickening 
hole in my stomach, realizing with a shock 
that I had made a choice. 

I felt lips on my forehead and looked 
up to find Bill beside me. The door 
slammed, shaking the glasses on the table, 
and Bill and I were alone. He kissed me 
then, hard, bruising my lips, pulling me 
up to him. And weak-kneed, I surren- 
dered, feeling good all over, feeling fingers 
of fire dancing up my spine. 

Without warning, he released me and 1 
almost fell. He walked to the door. “I'll 
move back tomorrow,” he said and was 
gone. 

I fumbled for a chair and sat down. I 
felt vaguely disturbed, but my mind was 
made up: Bill was the man. I felt sorry 
for Robert, but somebody had to get hurt 
and why should it be me. He had been 
gone too long; too many things had hap- 
pened while he was away and—well, I 
didn’t even know him anymore. 

But Bill was a different story. He was 
gay, charming. Life with him would be 
one big ball. I closed my eyes and re- 
membered the good times we had had to- 
gether, the parties and the little surprises 
he was always springing. I sighed and 
stretched, remembering .. . 

The telephone whirred into my thoughts. 
I jumped. startled, and then sat looking at 
the phone as if it were a black snake. It 
rang and rang and finally I picked up the 
receiver. 

It was mother. She explained that Rob- 
ert had been by and that he had calmed 
down. “The boy was sleeping,” she added, 
“and Robert didn’t wake kim up.” She 
stopped and searched for words. “I don’t 





want to butt in your business,” she wen 
on, “but you're crazy for turning that map 
down.” 

“I know what I’m doing,” I replied anj 
dropped the receiver on the hook. I was 
sorry as soon as I did it and tried to per. 
suade myself to call back and apologize 
But I didn’t. I wandered around the apart. 
ment, doing nothing in particular, trying 
not to think. Finally, I lit a cigarette and 
watched it burn down to my fingernails 
I crushed it out angrily, went into the 
bathroom and ran some water and got 
ready for bed. 

Robert called early the next morning 
and apologized. He said he understood 
and that he would drop by later to pick up 
any old things he had around the house, 

For some reason, his call made me feel 
better. I dressed and walked over to moth 
er’s to pick up the boy. She was cold and 
angry and I left as soon as I could, paying 
little attention to her warning that Bobby 
was running a fever. 

As soon as I got home, I put in a call 
for Bill. But the girl at the hotel said he 
was not in. That’s strange, I thought. He 
isn’t working today. 

I pushed the thought out of my mind 
and cleaned up the house. 

Then I looked in on Bobby. He was 
sleeping. I felt his forehead. It was 
warm, but not too hot. I made a mental 
note to check it later and went about my 
chores. A little later on, I called Bill 
again. Still no answer. 

A thought ran through my mind, but | 
wouldn’t hear it. He couldn’t be “out with 
the boys.” He hadn’t seen them since we 
were married. He had put all that be. 
hind him. I started to call the bar where 
they hung out, but changed my mind and 
thumbed through the phone book trying to 
find a number for his old friend, Chet. 

My hands trembled as I flipped through 
the book and anger welled in my boson. 
“T should have known better, I should 
Have... 

Bobby started to crying and I dropped 
the book to look after him. He cried of 
and on until the early part of the night 
and then he started to coughing. [ looked 
in on him and his body was red hot. 

“Must get a doctor,” I thought. 

I ran to the phone and called. Luckily, 
the family doctor was at home. When he 
came, he examined Bobby carefully. From 
time to time, he looked up at me and said 
nothing. I could stand it no longer. “What 
is it?” I asked. “Tell me. Tell me.” 

“No cause for alarm,” he said. “Real 
bad cold. You'll have to get these filled 
and right away. I'll come by tomorrow 
and if he hasn’t improved, we’ll get him 
into a hospital.” 

“Ts it that serious?” 

“Could be. If you don’t get this pre 
scription filled right away. Your husband 
can run out and do it.” 

“My husband.” The words echoed and 
re-echoed in my mind. “My husband.” 

I let the doctor out and ran to the phone. 
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The girl at the hotel had no news. And 
[| couldn’t find a number for Chet in the 
book. “He must be there,” I told the girl. 
*He’s my husband. He’s—” 

“In that case,” the icy voice cut in, 
“you'd better come down and look after 
him. He stumbled in dead drunk and col- 
lapsed in the lobby. We had him taken to 
his room, and we—” 

I slammed down the phone. Big tears 
burned my eyes, spilled down my cheeks 
and spotted the phone book. What can I 
do, I thought. I can’t leave Bobby alone 
and there is no one to get the prescription. 
Itried the girl down the hall, but she was 
out. 

I called mother, but the phone did not 
answer. I was desperate. I grabbed my 
coat and started for the door. I'll have to 
take the chance, I thought. I opened the 
door and bumped into Robert, who had 
just put his hand up to knock. 

“Robert! Oh! Am I glad to see you.” 

“Well,” he said sarcastically, “that’s a 
change. Thought I’d drop in and pick 
up those things.” 

“No. You must help.” I started to 
explain. He ran past me and looked at 
Bobby. Sizing up the situation, he ordered 
me to change the boy’s clothes and stay 
with him until he returned. He snatched 
the prescription out of my hand and 
dashed out of the door. 

I had barely got Bobby into some dry 
clothes when he barreled through the door. 
Taking charge, he gave Bobby the medi- 
cine. Then he rocked him in his arms. In 
a few minutes, Bobby fell asleep. But 
Robert kept on rocking him, looking down 
into his face with a tenderness that I had 
forgotten. 

Watching the two of them, I felt soiled 
and unclean. “He’s asleep now,” I said. 

Robert looked up at me as if he had for- 
gotten I was there. “Go get some sleep,” 
he ordered. “You look horrible. I'll sit 
here with the boy ’till morning.” 

Woman-like, I grabbed at my face. I 
ran out of the room and looked at myself 
in the mirror. He was right; I looked 
horrible. Suddenly, I wanted more than 
anything else in the world to look pretty 
to him. I bathed, put on fresh make-up 
and combed my hair. Throwing on my 
best robe, I went back into Bobby’s room. 

Robert was still holding the boy, study- 
ing his face. When he became aware of 
my presence, he looked up sheepishly, ex- 
plained, “I thought he might wake up.” 
Then, seeing my new bathrobe, he smiled 
and said, “That’s better.” 


THE COMPLIMENT made me feel like 

a queen. I wanted to kiss him and the 
boy, wanted to smother them with love. 
For the first time in my life, I realized 
what motherhood meant, what being a 
wife could mean. But I had turned him 
down and he would never forgive me. A 
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black mood rushed in on me. 
Robert saw the quick change of emo- 
tions. “Something wrong?” he asked. 
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“No,” I said slowly. Feeling tears com- 
ing again, I turned and walked to the door. 
“Thanks, Bob,” I said over my shoulder. 
“Thanks for everything.” 

I went out the door quickly, not hearing 
his reply. I was almost to my bedroom 
before it hit me. That was the first time 
I had called him “Bob” since he went 
away. 

I jumped into bed, thinking about the 
Beb that I married, the Bob that I had put 
out of my life and could never have again. 
I fell asleep with his name on my lips. 

Sunday came with a big splotch of sun- 
light. I jumped up and ran into Bobby’s 
room. Bob had fixed his breakfast and 
was jingling toys above his head, trying to 
make him laugh. After a long while, Bobby 
gave out with a sickly smile and then a 
big grin. 

I leaned over the bed and tickled Bobby. 
Bob and I touched and I felt a ripple of 
emotion skitter through my body. I stood 
my ground. So did Bob. I felt a surge 
of emotion and turned to him, Lut the bell 
rang. 

I opened the door and Bill stumbled 
in, red-eyed smelling of cheap liquor, 












smeared with lipstick. “What a lovey- 
dovey family scene,” he said in a thick 
voice. “You stay here all night?” he asked 
Bob. 

Bob balled up his fist and advanced on 
Bill. They faced each other and Bill 
backed away. Bob grabbed his cap an- 
grily and started for the door. 

Before I knew it. I was on my feet, run- 
ning after him, begging, pleading, explain- 
ing. 

He turned and started to speak, but I 
threw myself in his arms and crushed my 
lips on his. “We'll start all over,” I said 
between kisses. Too busy to speak, he 
nodded his head in agreement. 

Bill brushed past us and slammed the 
door. For the second time in two nights, 
I thought, men have walked out of my life, 
slamming doors in my face. I broke away 
and said, “The right man’s on the inside 
this time.” At first, Bob didn’t get it. 
When he did, he started laughing. I joined 
him, laughing so hard that tears came. He 
crushed out the laugh with another kiss 
and I clung to him, desperately, realizing 
that I had come tragically close to mistak- 
ing infatuation for true love. THE END 





Joe Williams 


out. Joe moved confidently in. He re- 
members that they offered “Blue Moon” to 
appreciative schoolmates and that he sang 
harmony. 

Back in those days, singing harmony or 
taking the lead just gave Joe a bang. If 
anyone had ever told him he would one 
day make even a living at singing, he 
would have judged them insane. Sports 
and helping the family pay bills occupied 
most of his growing-up period. He ran 
errands for neighbors, hustled in the A. & 
P. grocery and hawked newspapers. The 
singing was going on—at church, at parties 
—and once in a while, even on a highly 
limited commercial basis at dances and 
weddings. Musicians and others who 
heard him urged Joe to take his singing 
seriously. But he stubbornly doubted the 
commercial prospects, went to work as a 
porter in a shoe factory, singing waiter at 
a summer resort and short order cook in 
a small lunchroom next door to Chicago’s 
Savoy Ballroom. He came closest to show 
business when he got a chance to guard 
the stage door at the Regal Theatre. 

Back in 1949, the man who Ella Fitz- 
gerald characterized several years back as 
“the greatest blues singer I’ve ever heard” 
really felt he’d hit his occupational stride. 
He went to work for the Fuller Products 
Company as a door-to-door cosmetics sales- 
man. The money came in but the music 
almost got lost. 

“When you’re a salesman, door to door, 
and you really work at it, you’re pretty 
beat at night,” Joe observes. “I used to 
get home and say, ‘I'll lie across the bed 
for a few minutes to rest and then I'll get 


72 


(Continued from Page 27) 


up and eat and do this or that.’ I'd wake 
up the next morning in the clothes I’d laid 
down in. Then I'd start out on the same 
routine and try to keep a calm, even dis- 
position when the lady on Langley, second 
floor front, who had been so insistent that 
I come back to make a sale, cooed at me 
sweetly: ‘Oh, Mr. Williams, I forgot all 
about you today.’ Customers! I loved 
*em ’cause they kept me eating. But many 
a day they almost broke my heart.” 

After a while, Joe got enough steady, 
non-forgetful customers to keep him in 
normal financial shape without absorbing 
all his energy. He returned to his singing 
“hobby.” 

“TI wasn’t thinking about the financial 
end of it,” he explains. “The idea was that 
I wanted to sing. So I sang for nothing 
for a long time with a Chicago band. Then, 
all of a sudden, the fellow who was lead- 
ing the band began to pay me. I was 
shocked. It seems like he started the ball 
rolling. The thing began to grow and I 
started to make a little money. Maybe $10 
a week. I still didn’t feel anything about 
the money. I wanted to sing. More than 
anything else I wanted to sing.” 

Joe was in his twenties now. From con- 
tacts he’d made while on the Regal The- 
atre stage door and his frequenting of the 
various clubs, he had come to know a great 
many entertainers, both local and the great 
names passing through the city. He de- 
cided it would be wisdom to utilize these 
contacts in his business and began selling 
cosmetics to show business folk. He found 
good harvesting among the chorus girls at 
the Club DeLisa. It was here that he made 








his most important contact—with maestro 
Red Saunders. Joe today admits that he 
owes success to Red more than to any other 
individual. 













IKE MANY ANOTHER ASPIRING 

youngster, Joe Williams knew that, ag 
far as the general public is concerned, Red 
Saunders is perhaps America’s most under. 
estimated band leader. In the world of 
music and in show business, Red’s worth 
doesn’t go begging. He is a musician's 
musician who has been chosen to become 
a fixture at Chicago’s Club DeLisa over 
the years, rather than accept dozens of 
offers from highly-touted maestros to join 
them and the propositions of booking of 
fices which want to put him out on the road 
with his own organization. Anchored at 
the DeLisa, Red conducts one of the ng 
tion’s finest show bands—an organization 
which has so solid a reputation that per 
formers have been known to forego better. 
paying dates to play the DeLisa with the 
Saunders men behind them. 

In the show business-hungry eyes of Joe 
Williams, Red Saunders was a hero. To 
day, despite the fact that he has become; 
topflight recording star with a golden path 
unfolding in front of him, Joe’s opinion of 
Red hasn’t altered. If anything, his re 
spect for the man has become deeper and 
richer. 

Here’s the way the two—Saunders and 
Williams—got together. 

Red had just signed a recording cor 
tract with Columbia to do twelve sides a 
year. That was in 1950. 

The Saunders organization was rehears 
ing for a record session. 

A young man was standing out on the 
floor as the band rehearsed. The young 
man was singing a tune. Red’s ears perked 
up. It was a new tune. It was catchy. 

“Hey, Sandman,” Red _ called out 
“Where'd you get that tune?” 

“Sandman” was a character. Sandman‘ 
main interest in life seemed to be standing 
around near jukeboxes, playing number 
and singing along with the vendor. ; 

“That’s Joe Williams’ tune. He wrote it. 
It’s called ‘Lyin’ Girl’,” Sandman aid 
Sandman had been a dishwasher in a club 
five years before. Joe had sung in the 
club and Joe used to sing “Lyin’ Girl” 
Every time Joe came on stage, Sandman 
would desert his post of duty and come 
out front to watch. Red had heard Joe do 
the tune a couple of times, too. 

“That’s right, Sandman,” Red agreed, 
snapping his fingers. “I knew I'd hear 
the tune before, but I couldn’t remember 
where. How does it go?” 

Sandman tried to run the number dow 
for Red. But Sandman could never gt 



















































— i nee en8 











together with the meter of any song he did & 
So Sandman went to get Joe. Red decided JR ° 
to use the young singer on the daie, had t 
him do “Lyin’ Girl” and another now wel m 
known Joe Williams rendition, “Mr. Log 5 
Blow.” g 
Williams got kicks out of his first recotd 
session. But he recalls regretfully tha hi 
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his throat was in bad shape. 

“] hadn’t worked for a long time. My 
throat was weak on that date. Funny thing 
about the throat. It’s just like any other 
instrument. You have to be up on your 
instrument. At the time, the only thing I 
was using my vocal cords for was talking 
people into buying lipstick and other cos- 
metics. I hadn’t run a scale in a long 
time.” 

As a result of the recording session, Red 
talked club owner Mike DeLisa into hiring 
Joe. Williams stayed in the DeLisa show 
for a solid five months. It was his first 
job at the club. He returned many times 
thereafter and became a big favorite with 
patrons. 

The Red Saunders-Joe Williams rela- 
tionship was interesting. Red became Joe’s 
personal manager, confidante and best 
fiend. The amazing thing is that they 
hadn’t gotten together long before that. 

Joe hadn’t been exactly idle before the 
recording date with Saunders. 


[% 1941, he’d traveled with Coleman 
Hawkins as band vocalist, making more 
money than he’d ever dreamed of—$80 a 
week. Two years later, Lionel Hampton 
sent for him to go on tour. Joe had met 
Red way back in 1937. Red was on a 
brief gig with the Johnny Long orchestra. 
Johnny had a hotel date in Chicago and 
Joe had been hired to sing. Over the years, 
Red and Joe had become close friends— 
but not because of music. They shared an 
enthusiastic love of sports, too. 

The year Red and Joe recorded together 
was the “beginning of everything,” Joe has 
recalled. 

He went on television soon after that 
and Count Basie first came into his life. 

Very few people know that Williams 
once sang with Basie before. But the 
Count had heard the Williams records 
made with Red. 

When Basie came to Chicago for an 
eight-week stint at the Brass Rail, he took 
Joe on. It was an exciting experience for 
Joe and the Count liked his style. There 
even was some talk of their making a deal 
that would bring Williams into the Basie 
fold. 

But nothing came of it then. 

Of course, it is the blues that have made 
Joe Williams big and he has some definite 
ideas about them. 

‘Tve been singing the blues ever since 
Iwas with Hampton,” Joe says. “But some 
people gained the impression that I didn’t 
like to sing the blues because Hamp told 
me to stick with ballads and let Dinah 
(Washington) sing the blues. 

“A good blues is a good thing and a 
good ballad is a good thing. There are 
till some treatments of blues and ballads 
that don’t reach me—don’t do anything to 
me at all. But I definitely have no aver- 
sion to any kind of music as long as it’s 
800d music.” 

Joe points out that there are “sad blues, 
happy blues, blues of hope and blues of 


no hope at all.” 

“When I wrote blues numbers,” he says, 
“T always tried to have a specific point.” 

Joe actually hit the crest with his Basie 
recording of “Every Day,” the same tune 
he’d recorded with Saunders several years 
earlier. This recording catapulted him to 
the top ranks in his business and he fol- 
lowed up with another smash, “Well, All 
Right, Okay, You Win.” This number was 
a best-seller for weeks. 

On wax, Joe Williams’ voice is big, 
whaling big. But when he needs to and 


wants to, he comes through crooning- 
tender, sobbing soft, his tones pulsating 


with the heartbreak throb. He can move 
from a deep register into soft pain-cries, 
as he does fading out at the tail end of 
“Every Day.” 

In person he is even more dynamic. He 
not only sings like a man who has the 
blues, but manages to look like one. He 
walks the stage flailing sympathy-inviting 
arms, digging his feet into the floor as he 
walks much in the manner of some of the 
old-time Baptist pulpit-shouters. Like any 
good blues singer, he projects a religious 
fervor, goes back to the basic, primitive 
cry of the Negro—and yet, to add to the 
marvel of his technique—he gives off the 
polish, the perfection, the today technique 
of vocalizing. Joe has mastered the basics 
of the blues. 

“T used to say I only liked the blues 
when Ellington played ’em, and Count 
Basie swung ’em, and Joe Turner sang ’em. 
After that, the blues didn’t move me. Then 
Walter Brown came along with this cute 
little style,” Joe reflects. “And it moved 
me. Well, it was good. Like I say, I like 
anything that’s good musically—good and 
sound. As long as the chord structures are 
correct and the other rhythms solid and 
the lyrics make sense, I'll buy it. 

Speaking of groups, Joe has high praise 
for the kind of thing done by Billy Ward’s 
Dominoes. And he says: “The new Sonny 
Til Oriole group shows fine promise musi- 
cally. “They really never got the credit 
they deserve,” he declares. 

On the subject of his preferences in the 
business, Joe is very definite. He flips over 
Ella Fitzgerald because “she is very, very 
versatile.” 

“Ella does everything well—a beautiful 
ballad, a torch song with more soul and 
feeling than anyone else singing today. 
She’s got a plaintive something in her 
voice which is indescribably wonderful. 
In the male department, I think Ill have 
to go along with Mr. B. I hear people say 
he’s through, he’s a has-been, but, for my 
money, if he never sings another note— 
and perish the thought—there’s a guy who 
has to be figured as one of the greatest 
artists of all time. He’s got that big, 
beautiful sound. His range is enormous. 
His voice is just brilliant. Maybe I’m 
prejudiced. I just like the guy anyway— 
over, above and beyond his ability.” 

Joe thinks that one irrefutable tribute 
to Eckstein is “the legion of young singers, 
would-be singers and even listeners who 
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have been imitating him for all these 
years.” 

While he considers this great as a trib- 
ute to Billy, Williams likes to take every 
opportunity to warn upcoming talent to 
stay away from imitation. 

“By imitating, people limit themselves,” 
he argues. “I’ve heard more youngsters 
with good voices who are defeating their 
own purposes by aping someone. I tell 
them not to do it. I tell them to develop 
their voices, to train themselves to be on 
the lookout for beautiful tunes—maybe 
tunes that no one is giving a great play. 
They can take these new tunes, work with 
them, hum them over, sing them to them- 
selves, twist them, play with them and 
come up with their own interpretation. 
That’s what means everything—interpreta- 
tion.” 

Joe once gave a song his own lyrical 
interpretation—and quite by mistake. In 
1939, he was broadcasting nightly on CBS. 
One night he got into one of his favorite 
songs, “The Lamp Is Low.” A couple of 
lines into the number, his mind went com- 
pletely blank as to the lyrics. He couldn’t 
remember the next word. 

“TI improvised,” he chortles. “I invented 
lines. And, do you know, they fit perfectly 
—and they rhymed. I watched and waited 
—after the show—to see who would com- 
ment on my new lyrics. No one said a 
word. Furthermore, do you know that the 
next day I couldn’t even remember the 
lyrics I’d invented?” 

There’s a lesson in this, he feels. It’s 
a basic thing about show business—and all 


of life. When you’re under pressure and 
you’ve got to make it, there’s no such word 
as “fail.” 

Standard equipment in the Williams 
dressing room is a portable record player. 
Fellow performers, passing Joe’s dressing 
room are never surprised when they hear 
symphonic strains emanating therefrom. 
He loves classical music, loves it for re- 
laxation and for study. 

“Tt’s amazing how all forms of music— 
no matter how seemingly different in form 
—are really related,” he declares. 

Powerfully built, broad-shouldered Joe 
Williams talks with a low-throbbed inten- 
sity. He is inclined to moods but—like all 
good troupers—only betrays the darker 
ones when intimates are around. He has 
an appealing smile and friendly manner 
which makes him well-beloved by the folk 
of the craft. An unusually keen sense of 
humor enables him to provide splendid 
company. He is terribly serious about his 
work, driven by the urge to make a dis- 
tinct contribution in his field. 

But Joe is awfully human. He always 
“just happens” to have a picture in his 
wallet of his good-looking wife, Lemma. 
(Red Saunders and his dancer wife, Vi 
Kemp, were best man and matron of honor 
when Joe and Lemma married.) He “just 
happens to have pictures of the two little 
Williamses, a two and one-half-year-old 
girl and a three-month-old baby boy. 

Because he’s so good at it, Big Joe Wil- 
liams has a right to sing the blues—but 
right through here—not too much cause. 


THE END 





I Loved Too Well 


somebody who’ll love me for myself and 
not because I’m a good meal ticket. To 
such a woman, I could be every man. For 
such a girl, I'd do anything. Anything at 
all.” 

Like a guy crying in his beer, he told 
me about his love life. How he’d been 
married once—and how his wife didn’t 
understand him; how they’d split up and 
she’d divorced him while he was struggling 
to get ahead. He told me about some of 
his past women friends. He named one 
or two of them. Tina Rodriquez, he said, 
had helped him out when he was at his 
lowest. She was a former showgirl who 
had quit the business to open a beauty 
shop. Billie Johnson was another he men- 
tioned. I knew her. She was a good 
singer, one of the best, but she’d gotten 
fouled up with a playboy and ruined her 
career. 

“Tf it hadn’t been for Tina and Billie,” 
Dandy Jim told me, “I would have starved 
to death. Ill always be grateful to them. 
But I don’t love either one of them. They’re 
not my type, really. You are my type. I 
could love you until I die.” 

Many times, he told me that. So many 
times that I started to believe him. 

But I should have known that his talk 
about love was merely a big build-up. Yet 
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it was the kind of line I wanted to hear, 
for Dandy Jim had begun to grow on me. 
I wanted to believe that he was sincere. 
And wanting to believe it, I did. 

I listened to him—and convinced myself. 

Why? 

I really don’t know. I had refused his 
gift—yet his gift and his money lured me. 
I had adopted a biblical pose—I had yield- 
ed not to temptation—yet I was tempted. 

I know that Dandy Jim had known many 
women and could know many more. But 
I told myself that he wouldn’t be spending 
so much time with me if he didn’t really 
have more than a passing interest in me. 
I hoped and believed that my affair with 
him would be “different.” 

Of course, there is one other reason why 
I continued to be Dandy Jim’s girl. It was 
simply that he was a big, strong, virile 
man. He was plenty man. And as a 
woman, I wondered just how it would be 

. really being loved by him. 

One night, I found out. 

We had been to dinner and stopped 
afterward in a small club, where we drank 
Scotch and got to feeling good. I got to 
feeling so good that when Dandy Jim asked 
me to go by his house for a “last” drink, I 
agreed to do it. 

At home, he fixed more drinks, then said 


he was going upstairs “to get into som 
thing comfortable.” He suggested that 
come along. I went. 

His bedroom was a huge place. Th 
dominant piece of furniture was a king 
sized bed, covered with luxurious gree 
satin. I walked over to it, touched th 
satin cover, marveling at how expensive 
it was. I sat on the bed. It was so sof 
and so inviting. I started to get up. for| 
wanted to examine the rest of his bedroon 
furniture. But Jim sat down on the hej 
beside me. He put his arms around me, 
drew me to him, kissed me. 


And I kissed him back .. . 


Daylight was breaking when I left Dap. 
dy Jim’s house and took a cab to my small 
apartment. 

Many times since that night, I have been 
ashamed of what I did. But I wasn} 
ashamed that morning. Instead, I felt q 
bit woozy and very happy. I was still ; 
little drunk from Scotch and love and jt 
was a pleasant feeling. 

Only one thing made me pause. Just 
before I'd left, Dandy Jim had opened a 
bureau drawer and pulled out the littl 
box with the expensive gold earrings. 

“T’'ve kept them for you,” he said, 
“Won’t you take them now?” 

I thought: / might as well. Why not? 

I took them. 

Then Jim pulled a key from his pocket. 

“This,” he said, “opens the front door. 





Use it any time you like. You might want 
to drop in for a drink, or something.” 

Much later I wondered: how many other | 
girls have keys to that front door? 


I never was the same again after that 
night at Dandy Jim’s place. Before that, 
I had nothing to be ashamed of—so the 
snide little cracks I sometimes heard as | 
entered clubs with him, the questioning 
looks my girl friends gave me meant noth- 
ing. But now, I had taken his gift and 
I had a key to his house. I was charmed 
by the gift and the key to his mansion 
somehow or other made me feel big. Yet 
I wondered if I had sold myself cheaply. 
Had I been branded? Was I wearing a 
neon sign that proclaimed, This is Dandy 
Jim’s girl? 

It was a curious thought. It lingered 
with me for a while, but I had little time 
to brood over it, for Dandy Jim took me 
out every night for three weeks straight. 
Then, abruptly, our dates stopped. I didn't 
see him for 10 days. All I had was one 
telephone call—Jim explained that he 
would be tied up with business for some 
time, but that he would get back to me as 
soon as he could. He assured me that he 





missed me terribly and hated the business 
he was doing, but it was something he 
couldn’t help. 

He finally got back to me, late one night 
after I had gone to bed. The telephone 
rang and I answered. : 

“Hello, Gayle,” he said. “How are you?” 

“I guess I'll live,” I said, sleepily. 
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“Oh,” he said, “you must live. For me, 
Darling. Have you missed me?” 

“Terribly. And how about you? 
you miss me?” 

“I missed you every minute of every day 
[ didn’t see you. I couldn’t help but miss 
you.” 

Those words sounded so good to me. 
They more than made up for my loneli- 
ness during those long days I hadn’t seen 
or heard from him. 

“Where are you now?” I asked. 

“At The Deck,” he said. “I’m tied up 
in a business dinner, but I'll be free pretty 
soon. Why don’t you call a cab and go on 
over to the house. You have the key, re- 
member ?” 

I wanted to go. I wanted to see him 
badly. I needed him badly. Yet, I won- 
dered if I should go. 

“It’s late, Jim,” I said. “I don’t know—” 

“You gotta go, Honey, cause I’ve 
gotta see you. Just make yourself com- 
fortable until I get there. Take a nap 
on my bed, fix a drink. Anything. I'll 
be along soon. I'll die if I don’t see you 
tonight, Baby.” 

That did it. 
he arrived. 

I phoned for a cab, dressed quickly, and 
rushed over to Dandy Jim’s house. 

But on the way, I was struck again by 
doubt and self-interviewing. Was I doing 
right? Was I being just a sucker for 
Dandy Jim’s whims? I wondered, and as 
I did so, it seemed that the whole world 
was wondering, too. Worse, the world 
seemed to say, Yes, you’re a sucker, Gayle! 

The cab driver seemed to smirk wisely 
at me—like a guy who was on the inside 
of a dirty scandal. A pedestrian who was 
walking down Woodlawn as I left the cab 
at Dandy Jim’s, seemed to give me the 
eye, as if figuring what his chances might 
be if he made a pass. And as I fumbled 
for the key at his door, it seemed that a 
thousand unseen eyes watched me and a 
thousand unheard tongues gossiped about 
me. Why all this should have been, I don’t 
really know, unless it was because my con- 
science was trying to knock some sense 
into my head! 

The big house seemed lonely as I en- 
tered, and to shake the feeling of it, I hur- 
tied to the kitchen and fixed myself a stiff 
drink. I went back to the living room, 
toyed with the drink, played the record 
machine for a while. Then I started wan- 
dering about. I had just reached Dandy 
Jim’s bedroom and begun ogling the furni- 
ture when I heard a car pull up in the 
drive-way. Dandy Jim was home. 

Immediately my spirits picked up and I 
began to anticipate his coming—and, to 
be perfectly frank—a thrilling night of 
love. Gone, now, were the apprehensions 
and the illusions of unseen eyes and 
tongues. Maybe it was the drink—maybe 
it was just me, all by myself. But sud- 
denly I was aching to be in Dandy Jim’s 
arms again. 

I waited breathlessly as he rushed up the 
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stairs and into the room. 

“Hello, Angel,” he said, a big happy 
smile on his face. “I’m glad you could 
come.” 

“Oh, you knew I couldn’t help it when 
you called.” 

“T don’t know about that, Angel,” he 
said. “You scared me for a second. But 
—what am I talking about? You're here. 
And I’m here, and .. .” 

He came to me, took me into his arms; 
he crushed me until I could hardly breathe, 
covered my lips with kisses. He wanted me 
just as much as | wanted him. I could 
sense it—and sensing it, I was thrilled... 

There was a long, uninterrupted inter- 
lude while Dandy Jim and I discovered 
each other anew, like friends who had be- 
come strangers. 

He had dimmed the lights in the room, 
fixed drinks for both of us, and we’d made 
ourselves comfortable. 

“T never knew I could love anyone as 
much as I loved you,” Jim said, after a 
while. “You do something for me no other 
woman has ever done—” 

“I’m glad,” I whispered, and I was im- 
mensely happy. 

“There’s so many thrills I want to live 
with you,” Jim went on. “So many things 
for us to do. I wish I could have you full- 
time..." 

“Did you ever try finding out if you 
could?” I asked. 

He was thoughtful for a moment. “No. 
I guess I haven’t. Would you really be 
interested ? 

“Angel,” he said, “that would make me 
the happiest man in the world.” 

I wondered if Jim really was serious—if 
he was talking about marriage or just mak- 
ing conversation. The way I felt, if he’d 
asked me to marry him right there, I would 
have done it, but quick. If only he had 
asked me to marry him... 

“Darling,” he said, “I love you so very 
much. So much. Will you let me. . .?” 

He whispered the rest of it into my ear. 

“Oh, no, Jim!” I cried. “You must be 
kidding.” 

He smiled. “Kidding? No, Angel. I’m 
not kidding. There are many ways to make 
love.” 

He reached for me again, but I pushed 
him away, revolted now by his touch. I 
slapped his hands away from my body, got 
up and reached for my coat. 

He arose and came to me, taking me into 
his arms again. 

“Let me go!” I shouted, struggling to 
free myself. “Let me go! You're dis- 
gusting.” 

As his hold relaxed for a second, I broke 
from the room and fled, half-clad, down 
the stairs. Somehow I got out of that house 
and into the street, where miraculously a 
cab appeared. I hailed it and, in a maze 
of confusion and shame, went home. 

When I got home, I was exhausted and 
shaking with anger and frustration. I had 
been ready to marry Jim and all he’d 
wanted was... The very thought of letting 


him do what he had asked me made me 
decide never to see him again. 

When he telephoned the next night, I 
hung up on him. When he sent me a box 
of candy and then flowers, I threw them 
into the trash. I didn’t want anything 
around to remind me of him. I was through. 

Or so I thought! 


HE FINALITY of my reaction to Dandy 

Jim’s strange request was just the oppo- 
site to what I hoped it would be. Instead 
of getting rid of him, I apparently had 
challenged him. The more determined I 
was not to see him again, the more de- 
termined he became to see me again. The 
more anger I injected into my words before 
hanging up on him, the sweeter he became. 

We dueled like that for almost two weeks 
before finally I came home one night and 
found Dandy Jim parked outside my apart- 
men building in his car. Before I could 
get inside the building, he bounded out of 
the Caddy, grabbed me by the arm. I 
struggled to free myself, but he was too 
strong for me. Almost lifting me off my 
feet. he took me to the car, shoved me onto 
the back seat. and climbed in beside me. 

“Now we can have a little talk,” he said. 

“There’s nothing for us to talk about,” 
I said. “Not now or ever.” 

“There’s something I have to talk to you 
about.” he said, quietly. 

He begged my forgiveness. He said he 
was sorry about what had happened. He 
said he would never ask me to do that 
again. Wouldn't I forgive him this once 
more? Had I forgotten all the wonderful 
times we'd had together? He loved me 
more than he’d ever loved any woman. He 
wanted to marry me. He was glad I had 
refused him—that had made him realize 
that I was just the girl he should marry. 
Didn’t that mean anything? 

In spite of myself, I listened. I let my 
guard down. I weakened. I gave Dandy 
Jim another chance, that one more chance 
he’d asked for. 

Remembering things this way, it is hard 
to believe that I did—but I did. Before 
I'd met him, I never would have believed 
it possible of me. But now it was. It was 
possible of me because I was a woman. 
And I learned this about our sex: once a 
woman has let herself be loved by a man, 
she is stuck. She’s got to hold on then. 
If she breaks off, if she lets the man go, 
she must admit that she has been fooled, 
that she has been played, that she was a 
patsy all along. No woman wants to ad- 
mit that—so she goes on trying to prove 
herself and her love right. She goes on 
until she is driven into a corner of no 
escape. 

I fooled myself about Jim. I shut my 
mind to the facts. I knew he was a fiend 
about sex and women, yet I let myself be 
deluded into thinking that somehow I 
could win him and make him completely 
mine. Hard to believe? Maybe so, but 
that’s what happened. 

A week after we had “made up,” Jim 
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called me. 

“Gayle,” he said, “I’m in a spot. I’ve got 
a business deal cooking, but I’m scared it’s 
going to fall through. I need your help.” 

Jim had never made me a part of his 
business before and I was flattered. I told 
him I’d do anything I could. He outlined 
the plan to me: he was going to meet a 
guy for dinner, to talk over this deal, and 
he’d like for me to go along. He said the 
guy was a sucker for pretty women and he 
figured that if I were present, and I were 
nice to the guy, his chances of swinging 
the deal would be much better. I wasn’t 
sure what he meant by being “nice” to the 
guy, but I said I’'d go with him on the 
dinner date. 

I met Jim at the South Side restaurant. 
Instead of one guy, there were several, all 
white and swarthy of complexion, sitting 
in a large booth. Tough-looking characters. 
I didn’t know what to make of them at first, 
but Jim introduced me around and all of 
them acknowledged the introduction po- 
litely. Then Jim placed me across the 
booth from him, next to a big, cigar-smok- 
ing Italian he’d introduced as Jocko Pas- 
trano. Obviously, Jocko was the big man 
in the deal. 

Jim ordered cocktails, but before they 
came, he launched into a discussion of the 
deal with Jocko. The other guys just sat 
and listened. 

I could tell right away that Jocko was 
a hard guy to do business with, so I began 
playing on Jim’s team. I played up to 
Jocko. I tried to be nice—but I didn’t 
want to be too nice. Jocko got interested 
and could hardly keep his mind on the 
business deal. 

The deal, as I gathered from snatches of 
their talk, had to do with certain policy 
operations on the South Side. Pastrano, it 
seemed, wanted to cut in on Jim’s opera- 
tions—but he wanted Jim to come into his 
combination along with it. He promised 
Jim all sorts of things that sounded good 
—protection, less expense, less worry, and 
all the benefits of a national organization. 

“You can’t stand alone in this racket any 
more,” Pastrano said. “With us, you’re set. 
Everything’s taken care of and all you 
have to do is sit back and collect.” 

The big rub was price. 

Pastrano named a figure. 

Jim pulled out a pencil, took a napkin 
and began figuring. I tried to fill the 
deadly silence that enveloped us as Jim 
figured with small talk to Pastrano. After 
a while, Jim looked Pastrano in the eye 
and said, “Jocko, the deal sounds good, but 
something tells me it'd be a mistake 
for me.” 

Jocko reddened and veins stood out in 
his forehead. The other guys looked at 
him, as if waiting some word for action. 

“A mistake?” Jocko bellowed finally. 
“Hell, you couldn’t get a better break than 
I’m offering.” 

Jim looked at him coldly, pocketed his 
pencil, folded the napkin and tore it into 
shreds. 
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“No,” Jim said. “The price isn’t right.” 

“Okay,” Jocko said then, “you name the 
price.” 

“A guarantee of $50,000 a month!” Jim 
said. 

Pastrano looked at his boys, thought for 
a moment, then said: “Okay, it’s a deal. 
Let’s shake on it.” They shook. “Well 
now,” Jocko said next, “let’s have a little 
fun. I feel like a drink. How about you, 
Baby?” 

He turned pale blue eyes on me as he 
said that, and I smiled at him. 

Jocko reached for my hand and winked. 
“Do you go along with the deal?” he 
asked. 

“T don’t know what the deal is,” I said. 

“It’s a good deal,” Jocko said. “Any deal 
I make is a good deal. You just heard me 
guarantee Jim here 50 grand a month. Can 
you think of a better deal?” 

“No,” I said, “I don’t suppose I can.” 

“T can,” he said. 

“What?” 

“You and me. Let’s get together some- 
time.” 

That put me between the devil and the 
deep blue sea. Jocko really didn’t appeal 
to me, but Jim had said be nice to him. 
I wasn’t sure that the deal was so well set 
that I could be rude, so I played along. 

As the drinks kept coming, Jocko began 
to get drunk—and friendtier. He told his 
boys to go on home, that Jim would take 
care of everything. Then he sidled closer to 
me and started pawing me under the table. 
I watched Jim, but he didn’t seem to notice. 

Jocko leaned close and said, “Give me 
your phone number, Baby. I want to get 
in touch some time. We can have a lotta 
fun together.” 

Although I wasn’t interested, I figured 
I'd better keep the game going. I made up 
a phone number and gave it to him. Jocko 
seemed pleased. But after a few minutes 
he yawned and said he was tired, that he’d 
better be getting along. He said he’d con- 
tact me later. Staggering a bit. he got up, 
shook hands with Jim, and left the table. 

As soon as he was gone, I laughed. The 
entire situation was funny to me and I 
thought Jim would join in the joke. But 
a storm brewed on his face. 

“Where the hell do you get off giving 
that bum your phone number?” he de- 
manded. 

I was surprised at first. Then it hit me 
all at once and I got mad, too. 

“T didn’t give him my phone number,” 
I said. 

“You did,” Jim insisted. “I heard you. 
What do you take me for, a fool?” 

“You told me to be nice—” 

“Nice, yes. But you’re my girl, Gayle. I 
didn’t sell you to Pastrano.” 

I was getting disgusted again. “Look,” 
I said. “I just made up a number and gave 
it to him. It wasn’t my number at all—you 
know my number, if you were so smart, 
you’d know I was telling the truth. You 
can’t get off your mad because Jocko 
gypped you by taking it out on me!” 





That got him. He couldn’t stand th 
idea of someone gypping him in a deal 
After all, he was the great Dandy Jip 
Daniels. 

“You expect me to believe that ma 
larky?” he asked, angrily. 

Suddenly I didn’t care whether he be 
lieved it or not. He had used me to help 
him make a deal, now / was the doubk. 
crosser. I was just dirt. I couldn’t take 
any more of that stuff, not even from Jin, 
I pulled my wrap about my shoulder anj 
got up to leave. 

“Where’re you going?” Jim asked. 

“Where do you think?” I shot back. 

“You aren’t going anywhere until [I say 
so,” he said. 

“You just try and stop me,” I said. 

I moved away from the booth, half ey. 
pecting Jim to grab my arm. I was de. 
termined that if he did, I was going to 
make a scene he’d never forget. But he 
let me go. 

Outside the restaurant, I hailed a cab 
and went home—to cry. 

Oh, what a fool I’d been. Again I'd let 
Jim make a sucker out of me. He’d used 
me, then humiliated me! He’d asked for 
a favor and I had done it—and now he was 
mad at me for doing it. How impossible 
could a guy get? 

I had seen the terrible side of Dandy 
Jim Daniels and I didn’t like it at all. 
What had I ever seen good in this man? 
I wondered .. . 

I had plenty of time to wonder—and to 
miss Jim—during the next two weeks, for 
he never called and he never came over to 
my place. 

Some of my friends started teasing me. 
They said Dandy Jim had made me and 
dumped me. They had heard about the 
scene at the restaurant and they made me 
miserable talking about it. So miserable 
that I began denying that Jim and I had 
split up. Jim, I told them, was tied up in 
a big business deal. He’d call as soon as 
he was free, I said. They told me he 
wouldn’t call. That he had used me and 
now he was through with me, just as he'd 
been with Tina and Billie after they’d done 
favors for him. I told them the story that 
Jim had told me about Tina and Billie. 
They laughed in my face. And_ that 
rankled me. 

It rankled me so much I swore that I'd 
get Dandy Jim to see me again, if it killed 
me, just to prove to them that I wasn’t a 
real sucker. But privately, I began to be- 
lieve that they were right. 

Then I came home one day to find a box 
of flowers waiting. Attached was a card 
from Jim that read, “I’m sorry, Gayle. Can 
you ever forgive me for being such a 
ass?” He promised to call real soon. 

Real soon was that night. Late that 
night, as usual, 

“Hello, Angel,” Jim said. “Were you 
asleep?” 

“Yes, I was,” I said. “What do you want 
this time of night?” 

“You. I was thinking about you, about 
how badly I acted that night at the restau 
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rant, and suddenly I just had to hear your 
yoice. You're still the girl I’m going to 
marry, remember?” 

I didn’t remember anything like that, 
but his words sounded good. They woke 
me up and warmed me over. But then I 
caught the sound of music in the back- 
ground, music mixed with a lot of chatter 
and laughter. 

“Where are you?” 
are you doing?” 

“Oh,” Jim said, “I just stopped by a spot 
for a drink and a sandwich before going 
on home. That’s all.” 

I wondered. Sitting up in my bed, with 
the phone in my hand, I pictured a scene. 
Dandy Jim was surrounded by beautiful 
girls and they were waiting patiently, even 
listening, while he checked to see what I 
was doing. It was a crazy scene—but that 
was what I imagined and it made me angry 
all over again. 

“Okay.” I snapped, “you’ve messed up 
my night’s rest. You know that I’m here 
all alone. So now you can go back to your 
fun.” 

“There’s no fun,” he protested, “honest. 
It’s just like I said.” 
“All right, Jim. 
please let me get some sleep. 

busy day ahead.” 

I didn’t wait to hear him say more. I 
just hung up the phone. 

I was pretty sure I was right about that 
scene I had dreamed up. This would teach 
Dandy Jim a lesson. At least he’d be more 
discreet when he called the next time. 

For the next few weeks our affair was 
hectic. Sometimes full of sweet, thrilling 
love talk; sometimes not so good—me 
angry, him pleading, begging, protesting. 
The truth was, though: I was just hanging 
on because I didn’t have the guts to quit. 

I was a drifter. I still might be a 
drifter if the truth hadn’t risen up and 
smacked me between the eyes. 

One night Dandy Jim and I went out to 
hear a jazz concert. Afterward, we stopped 
in at one of our favorite spots and had 
drinks. After we got to feeling mellow, 
Jim asked me to go by his place and I said 
I would go. 

We were in his bedroom, where we had 
been for some time, when I thought I heard 
the front door open and someone enter. At 
first, I thought I was just imagining things. 
I blamed it on the drinks and the intoxica- 
tion of our love-making. But the next 
thing I knew, footsteps sounded just out- 
side the room. Wide awake now, I 
upright in the bed just as a tall, sexy- 
looking girl came into the room. 

She paused just a second as she saw me, 
then laughed. 

“Sorry, Jim,” she said. 
you had company.” 

While I sat there in the bed beside Jim, 
speechless, grabbing a sheet to my body, 
the girl calmly lit a cigarette, walked over 
to a chair and sat down, dangling her 
shapely legs invitingly. 

“Hi. Dottie.’ Jim said, 


I asked. “And what 
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grinning. “I 


thought I told you to come over tomorrow 
night.” 

“Maybe you did,” Dottie said. 
it really matter?” 

“No.” Jim said, hellish lights dancing in 
his brown eyes. “No, it doesn’t. I’m glad 
you came. Won’t you join us?” 

“Maybe I will,” Dottie said, “after I’ve 
finished my cigarette.” 

I huddled there in bed, not believing that 
this could be true. But finally I realized 
that it was happening. And I realized just 
what kind of plaything I had become to 
Dandy Jim. There was no more pretense 
with him now. I had been humiliated in 
the worst way. 

Screaming hysterically, I leapt out of 
bed. I can’t remember just what I said, but 
I know I said a lot. I know I screamed my 
rage at Dandy Jim and at Dottie. I re- 
member that he protested weakly, once, 
while Dottie sat there with an amused look 
in her eyes. 

Half-dressed, I grabbed the rest of my 
things and fled. 


“But does 


NEVER saw Dandy Jim again. Less 

than a month later he was dead, killed 
—newspaper stories said—by the syndi- 
cate boys he’d tried to cross on that big 
South Side policy racket deal. 

In the investigation that followed his 
murder, all the things I’d suspected and 
heard about Dandy Jim were proven true. 
I found out that he had been a playboy 
second to none. That he had promised 
marriage to countless beautiful girls. That 
he had spoken the same words of love to 
them that he had spoken to me, made the 
same propositions to them. One of the in- 
vestigating officers told a reporter that it 
had been a cinch that if the syndicate boys 
didn’t knock off Dandy Jim because of his 
stubborn refusal to let them cut in on his 
racket, some woman would have killed him. 

It figured. It fitted into the picture of 
Dandy Jim that I knew was the truth but 
which I had refused to face. It was a pic- 
ture of an almost unbelievable man—and 
a string of weak, love-sick women like me. 

I had only one thing to be glad of: since 
there had been so many new girls in the 
few weeks after we had broken off, I was 
only on the fringe of the spotlight. Most 
reporters were so busy checking off the 
latest chicks he’d been seen with that only 
a few got around to asking me questions, 
like: “Did you know Dandy Jim Daniels?” 

“Yes,” I said, “I knew him. I was one 
of his girls.” 

I’m still living with it. I’m still trying 
to live it down. And I’m hoping that some 
day I’ll be able vo cleanse myself of all the 
dirt and filth and bad smell of Dandy Jim. 

I’m paying the price. But after it’s all 
paid up, I hope and I pray that somewhere, 
somehow, Ill meet a good guy who'll let 
me prove to him that what I want most in 
this world is just that—a good guy who'll 
love me for myself alone. A good guy 
whom I can love, knowing that he really 


THE END 


wants me above all others. 
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I Married My Negro Chauffeur 


(Continued from Page 34) 


the philosophy of a decadent society. We 
cannot go on perpetuating the ideals that 
caused our forefathers to fight a shameful 
and useless war.” 

“But what can you gain,” I protested, 
“just what pleasure can you derive from 
playing tennis with a Negro. What do you 
think Jimmy Blane and the rest of your 
colleagues and classmates would say if they 
knew? What would my girl friends think 
if they knew my husband-to-be hob-nobbed 
with his Negro chauffeur? 

“Frankly I don’t give a hang,” Clarke 
retorted angrily, then with more compas- 
sion: “The sooner we learn that Negroes 
are individuals like anybody else and treat 
them likewise we'll all be better off for it. 

“Dave has one of the most pliable minds 
I’ve ever encountered, darling. I’ve known 
Dave all of my life, and I know for a fact 
that there are very few things that I can 
do better than he, and that includes the 
power of thought. I have an advantage— 
as have all white people—my mind has 
been cultured, Dave's hasn’t. But even at 
that he’s read practically every textbook I 
own—including those heavy legal tomes 
that I’ve often feared—and he’s read them 
with comprehension.” 

Clarke stopped talking, turned his hand- 
some face toward the rising sun, which was 
beginning to cast warm. slanting rays from 
above the tall weeping willows. His boyish 
face was mature with the weight of the 
convictions he was pouring out from his 
soul, 


A STARTLING, sickening feeling over- 
~“ came me. I pressed close to Clarke, 
craving the protection of his arms, feeling 
the futility and stupidity of my argument. 
For the first time in my life I was seeing 
the error of the way of life I was taught to 
live. 

My mind raced madly to find an answer 
to this new challenge. My soul cried for 
some plausible apology. But who was I 
to refute the most brilliant man I’d ever 
known. How was I to counter the great 
truth spoken by a man who was about to 
graduate cum laude from the University 
law school. How could I speak against the 
wild, overpowering love for Clarke I held 
within me. My mind was still clutching 
for an answer when Clarke spoke again: 

“How do you think I became intercolle- 
giate tennis champion, Joan. It wasn’t be- 
cause I spent such long hours on the prac- 
tice courts with Jimmy Blane. It didn’t 
all come from the high quality of competi- 
tion one finds in the intercollegiate meets. 
I got the edge on the boys right back there 
on those two courts.” Clarke pointed across 
the lawn behind us. 

“The day I discovered I could beat Dave 
Hill was the day I knew I'd go places in 
tennis. I even have to thank my physical 
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well-being to the touch of Dave’s hand on 
the rubbing table and some strange, mus- 
cle-soothing lotion slave progenitors handed 
down to him.” 

Clarke’s eyes were moist when they again 
turned to the sky and I detected a faint 
quiver in his voice as he again spoke: 

“The pruning of the trees, this magnifi- 
cent landscaping,” Clarke’s free hand swept 
out and up as if to engross the things he 
spoke of, “are all his handiwork. He taught 
me to ride, he taught me to fish, swim, and 
hunt. I could go on and on darling, but 
these things you'll learn when you come 
to Windymoor to live. Save for the color 
of his skin, Dave would be an outstanding 
factor in the white man’s world—just as 
he is, and will always be, in our own lit- 
tle world of Windymoor. Dave is a man 
fully able of calling his shots even in a 
society as complex as ours.” 

The dam had burst, I couldn’t stand any 
more. I slipped limply to the ground, tear- 
fully begging Clarke’s forgiveness. He 
slipped down onto the dewy grass beside 
me and gently kissed away the bitter, salty 
tears of our first argument. 

I learned the full truth and impact of 
Clarke’s words when I became the mistress 
of Windymoor three months later. I also 
found myself secretly admiring other qual- 
ities in Dave. I couldn’t get over the 
strange, tingling sensation that swept over 
me when I first watched his sinewy, brown 
muscles ripple as he stripped to the waist 
and rolled the tennis courts one intensely- 
hot August afternoon; I'll never forget how 
proud I felt at the perfect diction of the 
immaculate, angular, tuxedoed specimen 
who heralded the arrival of guests at our 
high-society wedding reception at Windy- 
moor; and many times I found myself 
stifling a streak of jealousy when women 
guests gave him that second, lingering 
split-second glance of affection. 

This was particularly true when the flip- 
pant, high-yellow daughter of our cook, 
Lizzie, periodically visited her mother. I 
feared Susie Mae because where a white 
woman could look and secretly wish she 
would have hardly had an opportunity to 
climb the high, impenetrable “barrier” 
that separated black from white in Geor- 
gia, Susie was free—and much too willing. 

Such was the situation that caused my 
first overt outburst toward Dave. 

For five long, hellish months following 
the death of Clarke I managed Windymoor 
just as Clarke would have done. 

Dave—always tender, always helpful and 
always the perfect gentleman—was my 
right hand. I felt safe and sure of myself 
when Dave was around. Often at twilight 
I'd find myself sitting by my bedroom win- 
dow listening for his rich, baritone voice 
to come drifting across the lawn from his 
cozy little apartment on the second floor 


of the old carriage house, which had Jon 
since been converted into a four-car 
rage. 

I hadn’t quite realized how much Daye’ 
twilight serenading meant to me—or hoy 


far into that “impenetrable barrier” | hai} 


gone—until one evening I heard a cy 
come to halt in the driveway and a fey 
seconds later heard Dave stop singing. 

Walking to the window, I leaned oy 
and saw a snappy, red convertible parkej 
in front of the carriage house. Susie Mae 
looking pert and sexy in a scarlet dress 
was resting her knees on the front seat and 
was straining up to talk to Dave, leaning 
from the front window of his apartment, 

When I watched her leap from the ca 
and run excitedly to the door leading 
Dave’s apartment. Jealousy engrossed me, 
I slammed the book I’d been holding ip 
my hand to the floor, ran angrily from the 
room and down the stairway. 

I had already arrived at the door of 
Dave’s apartment when I came to my 
senses. Why am I here? What reason 
can I give for this most unusual invasion? 
I asked myself. I opened the door and 
climbed the stairway, still not knowing 
where I was going, what I expected to see, 
and what I would do. 

Dave came to the door just as I neared 
the top of the stairway, the calmness of 
his voice did not hide the surprise written 
across his face: 

“Why Mrs. Blackshear, what’s the mat- 
ter? Why didn’t you ring me? You didn't 
have to come way down here if you wanted 
me. Do you feel badly?” 

I gulped twice, and, still unable to find 
an excuse for the rash act, weakly nodded 
an affirmative to his face-saving question. 

“Come in while I slip on a jacket and 
I'll take you back to the house.” Dave 
tenderly took me by the arm and led me 
to an over-stuffed chair in his living room. 

“My eyes swept the room and as far 
down the hallway as I could see, hoping 
for some clue to the presence of Susie 
Mae. I felt an impulse to break away 
from Dave’s guiding hand, to tear through 
the tiny apartment and ferret out the rival 
for the affection of this forbidden man. 

“You look pale and drawn, Mrs. Black- 
shear.” Dave had a worried look on his 
face as he eased me into the chair, then 
half turning toward the kitchen he pro- 
vided the missing clue: “Susie Mae, bring 
me the aspirins and a glass of water; Mr. 
Blackshear is here and she’s feeling bad.” 

Then turning back to me Dave explained 
her presence. “Susie came up to ice the 
cake I made for her mother’s anniversary 
party. We’re giving her a surprise patty 
tonight.” 

Susie Mae came tripping lightly into the 
room, a bottle of aspirins in one hand, 3 
glass of water in the other, and a pert: 

“Hello, Mrs. Blackshear, I’m sorry yo 
feel so badly.” Her big, brown eyes were 
filled with concern. 

I managed a weak hello, trying to hide 
the mixed-up emotions I felt inside. 
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Dave quietly tapped three aspirins into 
py open palm and offered me the glass of 
yater after I quickly popped the aspirins 
ito my mouth and leaned back with a 
igh of relief. 

“That’s good,” Dave smiled. “I think you 
feel better already. Guess we'd better get 
hack to the house.” 

I smiled wanly, feeling Dave’s strong 
jand helping me up and guiding me to- 
yard the still-open door. Out in the eve- 
sing air I felt better, steeled by the reali- 
ation that at least temporarily Dave was 
nine—I had rescued him from the clutches 
ofa she-wolf. I had won a prize I couldn’t 
jeep. But I knew that Dave’s first con- 
cern would be for me. 

Back at the mansion Dave stopped at the 
fot of the winding stairway and watched 
me as | started to climb slowly upwards. 

“You'll be all right.” Mrs. Blackshear. 
‘Tl stay in the house until Mr. Blane ar- 
tves at nine. Ill send Susie Mae to At- 
lanta with the cake and I'll drive in later 
for the party.” 

I stopped at the third step and turned 
to face Dave. Although he was so close. 
lfelt as if he were far away—I felt as if 
Iwere losing a prize I knew I couldn’t 
keep. I wanted to embrace this man who 
had suddenly come to mean all the world 
tome. I wanted to break through that 
invisible “barrier” and be alone with the 
man I felt I could no longer do without. 

I wanted to tell Dave I didn’t want him to 
leave me alone with Jimmy Blane, who 
had made himself self-appointed guardian 
of Windymoor after Clarke’s death. I 
wanted to tell Dave I was sick of Jimmy’s 
Dixietype of “chivalry,” his tirades on 
white supremacy and his liquor-provoked 
advances. 

My heart yearned to cry out that I 
wanted a real, honest-to-goodness man in 
my house. I wanted to scream to Dave so 
he'd know that I wanted him. I turned 
and ran up the stairway to my bedroom. 
Iran while I still had strength to resist 
the “barrier.” 

Iran because I didn’t want Dave to see 
me break down and cry. I was still lying 
across my bed crying when I heard Jim- 
my’s car stop in front of the house. 


DAVE ANNOUNCED Jimmy’s arrival 

and I was still frantically trying to 
make my tear-stained face presentable 
wher I heard the sound of Dave’s car go- 
ing down the driveway. I quickly switched 
off the lights and ran to the wide, picture 
window at the front of my bedroom and 
watched the tail lights of his car disappear 
into the night. I felt as if my prize was 
going out of my life forever. The prize 
I couldn’t keep was slipping away—slip- 
ping away to the waiting arms of Susie 
Mae. I slipped to the floor. The flood 
gates opened again and the unbridled tears 
gushed out. 

My eyes were still red and swollen when 
I finally went downstairs, where Jimmy 
was unsteadily entertaining himself at the 
Piano. I paused at the foot of the stair- 
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way and listened to the disgusting, drunken 
frivolity coming from within the living 
room. 

Jimmy leaped to his feet as I walked 
up to the piano: 

“Hello, baby,” he slurred. 

I managed a curt hello, and walked to 
the nearby sofa. 

He sat down beside me, slipping his 
arm right around me and pulling me closer 
to him. I could smell the heavy odor of 
whisky as he moved his face close to mine. 

I pushed him away and moved to the 
end of the sofa. 

“What’s the matter, baby,” he asked, 
moving close to me again, and noticing 
my tear-stained face for the first time. 

“You’ve been crying, what’s the matter?” 

“Oh, nothing,” I lied. “At least nothing 
you can help. I wish you’d go, Jimmy, go 
home and come back when you're sober. 
You’re making a nuisance of yourself.” 

Jimmy rose, somewhat unsteadily, and 
hovered over me, stammering half to him- 
self: 

“Well, something’s the matter and I’m 
gonna find out what it is. If you won’t talk 
Lizzie will.” He staggered off towards the 
kitchen, loudly calling Lizzie’s name as he 
went. He carried his drunken search 
through the kitchen and up the rear stair- 
way to Lizzie’s quarters, then he returned. 

“Where’s Lizzie?” he queried as he re- 
entered the living room. 

“In Atlanta for the weekend,” I an- 
swered curtly. “Any more questions I can 
answer before I say goodnight?” 

I walked to the front door and held it 
open. 

Jimmy stood in the middle of the room, 
suddenly sober, with his mouth agape. 
When he spoke his voice was serious, and 
more steady than before. 

“Y-y-you mean to tell me you’re away 
out here all alone with that big coon. 
Baby. you don’t mean... .. i 

“Shut up! Shut your big, drunken 
mouth!” The explosive force of my retort 
shocked him. He was calmer when he 
again spoke: 

“You just can’t do this, Joan. You're 
a white woman and white women just don’t 
do things like this. I'm gonna stay here 
until Lizzie returns.” 

By now I was consumed with anger, the 
same miserable, blinding anger that 
prompted my first argument with Clarke, 
the same jealous anger that sent me barg- 
ing into Dave’s apartment after Susie Mae. 
I slammed the door behind me and turned 
my wrath on Jimmy: 

“White women and coons, white women 
and coons, you come out here like a blab- 
bering, drunken idiot, spouting all that 
hate and rabble talk about a man who has 
never harmed a soul in his life. A simple, 
honest, God-fearing man who works hard 
for a living and never speaks an unkind 
word ee hg 

“B-b-b-but, Joan, you’re educated. you're 
smart, consider your friends, your society.” 
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“My society be damned,” I blurted out. 
“Unfortunately, I am educated—too well 
educated to fall for your sightless hate- 
mongering. Clarke left a legacy when he 
died. He taught me how to judge an indi- 
vidual for what he or she may be worth, not 
what someone else may say they’re worth. 
He left me this faithful man who was born 
with more intelligence than you have culti- 
vated in 18 years of schooling. .... 

“Joan, Joan, my darling,” he interrupted, 
“T can’t let you go on like this. You’re 
sick, upset. You ...... $3 

“Get out, get out, Jimmy,” I screamed, 
angry tears streaming down my face. “Get 
out before you make me hate you forever. 

“T can no longer stand your weak-souled 
blabber, I’m sick of your dying type of 
society—and I’m sick of your personal 
decadence. You paw over me with your 
drunken hands one minute, and the next 
you imply that an innocent man will ravish 
me should you leave. Dave is a gentleman 
and I’d stay here with him a thousand 
black midnights before I’d spend one sun- 
ny day alone with you.” 

I returned to the door and opened it, 
and Jimmy, wordlessly, walked out into 
the night. I had broken through the “bar- 
rier.” I knew now that I was going all the 
way. I knew I must tell Dave I loved 
him. I knew I must have Dave or die of 
heartbreak—I had severed my last tie with 
white man’s society. 

Then a new fear struck—the facts of a 
new unconsidered angle pierced my heart 
like a thunderbolt. I didn’t know if Dave 
would have me. The last vestige of “white” 
thinking had caused me to assume that a 
Negro would “have” to want a white wom- 
an. 

Was I as vivacious as Susie Mae? Could 
I match her beauty? The questions 
pounded through my mind and the an- 
swers volleyed back, the nays matching the 
ayes, with the imponderables strattling my 
mental net. 

I left the sofa, walked to the bar just 
off the living room, mixed a mint-julep, 
then walked into Clarke’s den, where I 
turned on the record player and settled 
back in the dark. 

The refreshing coolness of the julep 
seemed to clear my mind, but the soft, 
heavenly music became the intoxicant that 
was taking me into another world. A world 
in which I felt reckless and carefree. 

I was still in this strange, dreamy state 
when I heard Dave’s key turning in the 
kitchen door and heard his soft whistling 
as he walked through the dining room and 
into the living room. 

My heart pounded madly wiih expecta- 
tion when I heard him flick on a light and 
pause, as if to hear where the music was 
coming from. I sighed and sank deeper 
into the comfortable chair, feeling strange- 
ly mischievous—like cat playing with a 
captive mouse. 

Then he was in the darkened den, his 
tall, angular frame silhouetted by the light 


from the bar behind him. He reached for 
the light switch. 

“Please, no lights, Dave,” my voice was 
soft and calm despite the excitement thaj 
was tingling my whole body. ~ 7 

“What are you doing up, Mrs. Black. 
shear? I heard the music and....? 

“Don’t address me as Mrs. Blackshear 
anymore, Dave, I want you to call me by 
my first name. I wish you’d call me Joan 
just as I call you Dave—it’s friendlier that 
way,” I said, stammering with excitement, 

Even as he stood there transfixed in the 
doorway I could see that there was amaze. 
ment and surprise on Dave's face. 

“Mix me another julep, Dave, and mix 
one for yourself, then sit down and tell 
me about the party . . . and Susie Mae.” 
The last phrase slipped from my lips like 
a guarded secret I had intended only to 
keep to myself. 

“B-b-but M-m-mrs. Blacks-s-s . . . er— 
er, a J-J-Joan,” he stumbled in confusion, 
“w-w-w-we sh—h-houldn’t . . .” 

“Oh, Dave, don’t be silly,” I interrupted 
his stumbling attempt to protest, rose, took 
him by the arm, and led him back out to 
the bar then bent over the counter while 
he started to make the juleps. 

“Did you have a nice time at the party, 
Dave? Was it real nice and enjoyable?” 
I watched him closely. His usual calm, 
efficient reserve was gone and he sweated 
profusely as he fumbled among the bot- 
tles behind the bar. Then I again posed 
the loaded question: 

“Was she beautiful, Dave—Susie Mae, I 
mean.” 

He looked up at me, a strange, bewil- 
dered, quizzical expression on his face. 

“Mrs. Black ... er... er Joan, why 
do- you always ask me about Susie Mae? 
Why do you always think I know so much 
about her?” 

His quick query caught me by surprise, 
now I was on the defensive, but my answer 
slipped out, brutally blunt: 

“But don’t you love her, Dave? Isn't 
she your girl?” 

Dave reached down beneath the bar, 
pulled out a clean white towel and wiped 
his glistening face, then turned, moved the 
tall mint-julep in front of me, then spoke, 
calmly and assuredly: 

“No, Joan, she’s not my girl—in fact, 
she’s not even my type. She’s too young, 
too fast and too empty-headed.” 

I turned and walked over to the wall and 
turned out the bar lights. 

“I think we can do without these, don't 
you?” 

“I guess so,” Dave answered, sipping 
from his julep as he calmly eyed me. 

I returned to the bar, climbed atop one 
of the high stools and leaned across the 
counter towards Dave, who was still behind 
the counter: 

“Who's your girl friend, Dave? What 
do you do for companionship? Don’t you 
get lonely for a woman?” I questioned 
him tenaciously, then turned to my julep. 
The music from the den now filled the 
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dectrified atmosphere with a pulsating 
tropical beat. 

Dave was quiet for a moment, as if he 
were drinking from the refreshing torrent 
of new music now flowing from within the 
den, then he spoke, deeply and reflectively: 

“I don’t know, Joan. I used to date a 
few girls, but now it seems that since Mr. 
Clarke died I haven’t had much time for 
them—I’ve been too busy taking care of 
you, and seeing that things went all right 
around Windymoor.’ 

The music seemed to fill my mind, swirl 
through my body and throb through my 
yeins. The whole room pulsated with the 
deliriously wild crescendo. Dave leaned 
closer to me, his eyes half closed as if in 
adream. Then I was in his arms, drifting 
far away as if on a cloud... 


darling,” his voice was 
“T’ve long wor- 


ARLING.... . 
soft and intense, 
shipped you from afar, but I never dreamt. 
I never dared imagine that this day would 
dawn. This is my wildest dream come true. 
You’re the only woman I’ve ever really 
loved. Darling, you’re the only woman Ill 
ever love.” 

He kissed me tenderly and passionately, 
and I eagerly returned his kisses and ca- 
resses, with tears of ecstasy and joy 
streaming down my face. 

“Dave, Dave darling,” I sobbed. “This is 
the happiest moment of my life.” 

The enchanting, wild, beating music 
again softened to a slow ethereal strain 
and I fell into a peaceful calm, safe in 
Dave’s strong, protective arms. 


AVE’S QUIET, melodious voice car- 
ried me out of my reminiscing: 

“What are you dreaming about, baby? 
Why’ve you been silent so long?” 

His eyes never left the highway as our 
powerful Cadillac sped down the curvy 
Canadian highway—rushing us to the 
West Canada Rockies, to the Utopian at- 
mosphere of Clarke’s hunting lodge. 

“I was just reminiscing,” I answered 
dreamily, snuggling closer to Dave and 
feeling his free right hand tighten around 
my waist, “I was just dreaming of the past 
and marveling that in one fantastic week 
we've torn down a vast invisible ‘barrier,’ 
to find love where we never dreamt it could 
possibly exist. 

“I can hardly believe that we’re married 
and that we’ll belong to one another for- 
ever. Dave darling, nothing on earth shall 
ever take me away from you.” 

Dave hugged me tighter, smiled widely, 
and kept the car speeding towards our 
Utopia somewhere beyond the snow- 
capped ridges that shouldered against the 
wide, blue, horizon ahead. THE ENnpD 
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On the Records 
(Continued from Page 35) 


changed,” she declares, “because I can’t 
sing any other way than how I feel.” 

Adds she: “As for now, I intend to keep 
on singing the way I feel. And though I'll 
do some pops in appearances and on rec- 
ords, I'll sing only the current ones if I 
think they’re good.” 

On the modern kick, Carmen utilizes 
progressions a lot in her singing and she 
freely admits it. She says: “Sure I sing 
changes and always have. But I stick 
pretty close to the melody so that if some- 
one walked into a room halfway through 
a performance, he’d know what the tune 
was.” 

Carmen has her own ideas about how 
far out a singer should go in phrasing on 
a melody. “Certainly,” she concedes, “you 
bring your own ideas to a song when you 
interpret. But it’s only fair to the com- 
poser to have his ideas heard, too. After 
all, the reason you choose to sing a tune 
is because you think it’s pretty. At least, 
that should be the reason.” 

Carmen apparently is right on her ap- 
proach to the business of singing, judging 
by the way she has placed in jazz polls of 
late. In 1954, she was winner of Down 
Beat’s “New Vocal Star” award. Last year, 
she copped Metronome’s “Singer of the 
Year” award and has been in continuous 
demand for night club engagements ever 
since. 





Etiquette 
(Continued from page 17) 


ing immediately after the service on a 
wedding trip, a light colored suit in which 
you could travel would be appropriate. 
Keep in mind that this is your second wed- 
ding. It should not be as formal nor carry 
out the symbolism of a first marriage. Some 
features of our wedding ceremony are in 
good taste for all marriages. Have your 
uncle, nearest male relative or close male 
friend give you in marriage. One attendant 
is sufficient. A friend could be asked to 
play the wedding march, and a solo may 
be included in the nuptial music if you have 
a favorite song associated with your ro- 
mance. Champagne or a fruit punch to 
toast the bride and bridegroom, a simple 
buffet and a modest wedding cake are ade- 
quate refreshments. 





Tonsillectomy 
(Continued from Page 40) 


“they’re not serving any purpose, so might 
as well have them out.” 

The debate about whether to take tonsils 
out or not has been raging generation in 
and out since before the birth of Christ. 
At that time tonsils were plucked out with- 
out a qualm, but since then opinion has 
swung from one pole to the other regard- 
ing the technique. 


How does this all come about? What 
are tonsils really for? Are they just use 
less appendages tucked away in the throat 
to cause trouble? Shall we take them out 
or leave them in? 

The tonsils are two small oval organs 
situated on either side of the throat pas. 
sage behind the palate. Closely associated 
with the tonsils are the adenoids which 
also constitute a problem that is character. 
istic of childhood. Recent studies indicate 
that the tonsils probably serve a useful 
function in taking care of many of the in. 
fectious germs that come into the throat, 
Foods and other types of bacteria lodge in 
the tonsil crevices in much the same mam 
ner as a grease trap in the kitchen sink, 
The fact that the adenoid tissue tends te 
atrophy during adolescence and disappear 
in adult life lends strength to the theory 
that they also serve a protective function 
during the growth of life. However, ade 
noids have a tendency in many children to 
promote infection by way of the eustachian 
tube to the middle ear, and they along with 
tonsils must be looked at in the light of 
the evil they can do, as well as the benefit,” 

When a child develops tonsillitis he 
should be put to bed immediately, com 
plete bed rest, adequate fluid intake, medi 
cation for the control of fever, and anti- 
sceptics administered directly to the throat 
in the form of sprays or irrigation are 
often sufficient to treat mild forms of sore 
throat. However, if the fever is high or 
remains elevated for any period of time, 
antibiotics and sulfonamides are usually 
directed by the physician in order to de- 
crease the possibility of complication. 

Tonsillectomies are no longer consid 
ered a cure-all for coughs, colds, or even 
a deterrent to rheumatic fever, I explained 
to Susie’s mother. It has been shown on 
an increasing number of studies that com- 
mon colds are not necessarily decreased 
by the removal of tonsils. Often lung and 
Bronchial infections increase. The ques 
tion of a relationship of tonsils and_ 
susceptibility to bulbar poliomyelitis is 
also being explored. While no definitive 
conclusions have been reached it is intet 
esting to note that one researcher found 
that only one polio patient in 12 WITH © 
tonsils developed bulbar polio, while one 
in three WITHOUT tonsils was stricken 


with this most serious form of the disease.” 
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